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MY LOR Dy 


 WirHEN 1 first design'd this wks I found, or thought rr 


found, Somewhat 50 moving in the Serious part of it, and 
80 pleasant in the comic, as might deserve a more than ordi» 
nary care in both: accordingly I used the bes! of my endea- 
wour, inthe management of two plots, $0 very diſſerent from 
each other, that it was not perhaps the talent of every writer, 
to have made them of a piece. Neither have I attempted other 
plays of the same nature, in my opinion with the same judg- 
ment ; though with like success. And though many poets may 
Suspect themselves ſor the ſoirdness and artiality of parents 
. to their youngest children, yet I hope [ may stand exempted 
from this rule, because I know myself too well, to be ever sa- 
tisfied with my own conceptions, which have seldom reached 
_ to those ideas that I had within me: and consequently, I pre- 
Sume I may have liberty to judge when I write more or less 
 pardonably, as an ordinary marksman may know certainly _ 
when he shoots less wide at what he aims. Besitles, the care 
and pains I have bestowed on this, beyond my other tragi- 
comedies, may reasonably make the world canclude, that either 
T1 can do nothing tolerably, or that this poem is not much 
amiss. TFew good Pictures have been finished at one Sillings ' 
neither can a true just play, which is to bear the test 0/ ages, 
be produced at a heat, or by the force of fancy, without the 
maturity of judgment. For my own part, 1 have both s0 just 
a diffidence of myself and $0 great a reverence ſor my au- 
aience, that I dare venture nothing without a S[rict examina» 
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tion; and am as much ashamed to put a loose undigested 
| play upon the public, as I Should be to offer brass money in 
3% a payment: for though it should be taken, (as it is too often 
_ re on. the stage,) yet it will be found in the second telling; and 
| | a judicious reader will discover in his closet that trashy stuff, 
whose glittering deceived him in the action. I have often 
heard the stationer sighing in his shop, and wishing for those 
hands to take off his melancholy bargain which clapped its 
C performance on the Stage. Ina play-house every thing con- 
| tributes to impose upon the judgment; the lights, the scenes, 
the habits, and, above all, the grace of action, which is com 
monly the best where there is the most need of it, surprize the 
audience, and cast a mist upon their understandings ; not un- 
like the cunning of a juggler, who is always staring us in the 
face, and overwhelming us with gibberish, only that he may 
_ gain the opportunity of making the cleaner conveyance of his 
trick. But these false beauties of the Stage, are no more last- 
ing than a rainbow, when the actor ceases to shine upon them, 
when he gilds them no longer with his reflection, they vanish 
in a twinkling. TI have sometimes wondered, in the reading, 
what was become of those glaring colours which amazed me 
' in Busy Damboys upon the theatre : but when I had taken up 
what I supposed a fallen star, I found I had been cozened 
with a jelly: nothing but a cold dull mass, which glittered 
no longer than it was shooting: a dwarfish thought, dressed 
up in gigantic words, repetition in abundance, looseness of 
expression, and gross hyperboles ; the sense of one line ex- 
pan ed prodigiously into ten: and to sum up all, incorrect 
English, and a hideous mingle of false poetry and true non- 
Ssense ; or, at best, a scantling of wit which lay gasping for 
life, and groaning beneath a heap of rubbich. A famous 
modern poet used to sacrifice every year a Statius to Virgil's 
manes: and I have indignation enough to burn a Damboys 
annually to the memory of Johnson. But now, my lord, I 
am sensible, perhaps too late, that I have gone too far: forl 
remember some werses of my own, Maximin and Almanzor, 
which cry vengeance upon me for their extravagance, and 
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Skick Iwish Joavedly 4 in the same fire with Statius and Chap- 

man: all I can say ſor those passages, which are, I hope, not 
| many, is, that I know they were bad enough to please, even 
_ when I'writ them: but I repent of them amongst my Sins; and 
if any of their fellows intrude by chance into my present writ- 
ings, I draw a stroke over all those Dalilahs of the theatre ; 
and am. resolved I will settle myself no reputation by the ap- 
plause of fools. *'Tis not that I am mortified to all ambition, 
but I scorn as much to take it from half-witted judges, as I 
Should to raise an estate by cheating of bubbles. Neitherdo I 
discommend the loſty stile in tragedy, which is naturally pom- 
pous and magnificent : but nothing is truly sublime that is 
not jist and proper. If the ancients had judged by the same 


 measures which a common reader takes, they had concluded 7 


Statins to have written higher than Virgil; for, 


| Que Superimposito moles geminata coloss0, 
carries a more thundering kind of sound than, 


Tityre, tu patule recubans sub tegmine fagi. 


Yet Virgil had all the majesty of a lawful prince ; and Statius : 
only the blustering of a tyrant. But when men affect a virtue 

which they cannot reach, they fall into @ vice, which bears the 
_ nearest resemblance toit. Thus an injudicious poet who aims 
at loſtiness, runs easily into the swelling puffy stile, because 
it looks like greatness. I remember, when I was a boy, I 
thought inimitable Spencer a mean poet in comparison of Syl- 


vester's Dubartius ; ——_ was rapt into an ecstacy when I read 
these lines: 


Now, when the winter's keener breath began 
To chrystalize the Baltic ocean ; 

To glaze the lakes, to bridle up the floods, 
And periwig with snow the bald-pate woods. 


1 am much deceived if this be not abominable fustain, that is, 
thoughts and words ill sorted, aud without the least relation 
50 each other: yet I dare not answer for an audience, that they 


- 
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| n would not clap it on the stage; 80 little value there is to be 
| þ given to the common cry, that nothing but madness can please 
madmen, and a poet must be of a piece with the spectators, to 
| gain a reputation with them. But, as in a room contrived for 
| State, the height of the roof should bear a proportion to the 
area; $0, in the heightening of poetry, the strength and ve- 
| hemence of figures should be suited to the occasion, the subject, 
and the persons. All beyond this is monstrous; 'tis out of 
nature, 'tis an excrescence, and not a living part of poetry. 
T had not said thus much, if some young gallants, who pretend 
to criticism, had not told me that this tragi-comedy wanted 
| |  thedignity of style: but as a man who is charged with a crime 
EE of which he thinks himself innocent, is apt to be eager in his 
own defence, so perhaps [ have vindicated my play with more 
partiality than I ought, or than such a trifle can deserve. Yet, 
whatever beauties it may want, 'tis free at least from the gross- 
ness of those faults I mentioned: what credit it has gained 
upon the stage, 1 value no farther than in reference to my 
profit, and the satisfaction I had inseeing it represented with 
all the justness and gracefulness of action. But as it is my 
 interest to please my audience, $0 it is my ambition to beread; 
that I am sure is the more lasting and the nobler design: for 
the propriety of thoughts and words, which are the hidden. 
beauties of a play, are but confusedly judged in the vehemence 
of action : all things are there beheld, as in a hasty motion, 
where the objects only glide before the eye and disappear. The 
most discerning crilic can judge no more of these silent graces 
in the action, than he-who rides post through an unknown 
country can dislinguish the siutuation of places, and the na- 
ture of the soil. The purity of phrase, the clearness of con- 
ception and expression, the boldness maintained to majesty, 
the significancy and sound of words, not strained into bom- 
bast, but justly elevated ; 'in short, those very words and 
| thoughts which cannot be changed but for the worse, must of 
Necesslity escape our transient view upon the theatre; and yet, 
without all these, a play may take. For if either the story + 
move us, or the actor help the lameness of it with his perfor- 
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mance,.or now and then a glittering beam. of wit or passion, 
strike through the obscurity of the poem, any of those are suf- 
ficient to effect a present liking, but not to fiz a lasting ad-_ 
miration ; for nothing but truth can long continue, and time 
is the surest judge of truth. I am not vain enough to think 


IT have leſt no ſaults in this, which that touchstone will not 
 discover,; neitherindeed is it possible to avoid them ina play 


of this nature. There are evidently two actions in it: but it 
will be clear to any judicious man, that with half the pains, 
I could have raised a play from either of them: for this time 
I satisfied my own humour, which was to tack two plays to- 
gether 5 ; and to breaka rule for the pleasure of variety. The 
truth is, the audience are grown weary of continued melan- 
choly scenes: and I dare venture to prophesy, that ſew tra- 
gedies, except those in verse, shall succeed in this age, if they 
are not enlightened with a course of mirth. For the feast is 
too dull and solemn without the fiddles. But how diffi cult 

a task this is, will soon be tried: for a several genius is re- 
quired to either way ; and without both of them, a man, in 
my opinion, is but half a poet for the stage. Neither is it 50 
trivial an undertaking, to make a tragedy end happily ; for 
"tis more difficult to save than it is to kill. The dagger and 


the cup of poison are always in a readiness ; but to bring the 


action to the last extremity, and then by probable means to 


_ recover all, will require the art and judgment of a writer; and 


cost him many a pang in the PRICE 


And now, my lord, I must canfore that what I have written, 
looks more like a preface than a dedication; and truly it was 
thus far my design, that I might entertain you with somewhat 
in my own art, which might be more worthy of a noble mind, 
than the s1ale exploded trick of fulsome paneg yric. *Tis dif- 
ficult to write justly on any thing, but almost impossible in 
praise. T $hall therefore wave 50 nice a subject; and only 
tell you, that in recommending a Protestant play to a Pro- 


 testant patron, as I do myself an honour, so I do your noble 


Jamily a right, who have been always eminent in the euppors 
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and favour of our religion and liberties. And if the promiges 
of your youth, your education at home, and your experience 
abroad, deceive me not, the principles you have embraced are 
such as will no way degenerate from your ancestors, but re- 


 fresh their memory in the minds of all true Englishmen, and 


renew their lustre in your person,; which, my lord, is not more 

the wish, than it is the constant expectation of your lordship's 
 Most obedient, faithful servant, | 

JOHN DRYDEN. 
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Tars is one of the few dramatic productions, which may be 
Supposed to have satisfied the taste of Jo\#N DRYDEN. our 
critics, with a sentence assuredly hypercritic, have repeatedly 
overwhelm'd it with the censure of incongruity of parts; of 
being dramatically a monster, a drscordia concors, by the union 
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= of the tragic and comic species. 
2 This may be said; that the grand object of this and of every 


_ other kind of poetry is to please ; and to give that pleasure by 
the most easy and natural means. —The Drama is, or ought to 
be, a picture of life, and why the $shifting varieties of success and 

miscarriage, of joy and of sorrow, to be found therein, should 
not enter into one PLAY as well as one circle of men, it is not 

_ easy to account for, The mixture of personages, of which 

necessarily the ConSequence and the sentiments must vary, 
from their condition, in a world where all is dependancy, 
must be reflected by the Stage, or the mirror is partial and 
unfaithful.—It would moreover be strange, indeed, if the 
Drama alone, contrary to the experience of all other things, 
Should not be allowed to profit by contrast. 
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PROLOGUE. 


NoV luck fer us, and a kind hearty pit ; 
For he who pleases, never fails of woit 
| Honour is yours 
And you, like kings at city-treats ; Newer Ry - 
The writer kneels, and is bid rise a poet : 
But you are fickle sovereigns, to our Sorrow, 
You dubb to-day, and hang a man to-morrow z 
You cry the same sense up, and down again, 
Tust lize brass-money once a year in Spain: 
T ake you i” th* mood, whate'er base metal come, 
Lou coin as fast as greats at Birmingham : 
 Th#' *tis no more like sense in ancient plays, 
Than R ge s religions like St. Peter's days. 
Iu short, 50 swift your judgments turn and wind, 
You cast our fleetest wits a mile behind. 
PT ewere well your judgments but in plays did range, 
But ev*n your follies and debauches change | 
With such a whirl, the poets of your age 
Are tir*d, and cannot score them on the stage, 
Unless each wice in short-hand they indite, 
Ewv'n as notcht *prentices whole sermons write, 
The heavy Hollanders no wices know, 
| But what they us'd a hundred years ago; 
Like honest plants, where they were stuck, they grow, 
T hey cheat, but «till from cheating sires they come ; 
They arink, but they were christen'd first in mum. 
Their patrimonial 5loth the Spaniards keep, 
And Philip first taught Philip how to Sleep. 
The French and ae still change, but here's ; the cure, 
T hey change for better, <we for worse 3 


PROLOGUE. 


T hey take up our old trade of conquering, 

And ae are taking theirs, to dance and sing : 
Our Fathers did, for change, to France repair, 
And they, for change, will try our English air ; 
As children, when they throw one toy away, 
Strait a more foolish gew-gaw comes in play : 

| So awe, grown penitent, on serious thinking, 
Leave whoring, and devoutly fall-to drinking. 
Scow'ring the watch grows out-of-fashion wit c 
Now we et up for tilting in the pit, | 
Where "tis agreed by bullies, chicken-hearted, 
To fright the ladies firs, and then be parted, 

A fair attempt has twice or thrice been made, 


To hire nignt murd”rers, and make death a trade. 


When murders out, what vice can we advance ? 
 Unless the new-found pois'ning trick of France : 
| And when their art of rats-bane wwe have got, 
By way of thanks, we'll send them ver our plot. 
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Dramatis Personae, 
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DRURY - LANE. 
Men. 
TorrISMOND, = = =- = - Mr, Holland. 
BrxTRAN © - <« - - - Mr, Lee. 
ALPHONS0, = = _ =  _» Mr, Packer, 


LoxxNnzo, bis on, =» <= = Mr. Palmer. 
RAYMOND, =- += = =» Mr. Bransby. 
PxzDPRo, = <- - ©» =» - + Mr, Wright 
Gomez, —- = - = = - Mr. Yates, 

 Dominicx, the Spanish Fryar, = = Mr, Love. 


| Women. 
Lzoxor A, Queen of Arragon, < + Mrs. Yates. 
TEerESA, woman to Leonora, - = Mrs. Bennet. 
ELvirA, wife of Gomez, - = = Mrs, Cibber, 


COVENT- CARDEN. 


Mens 
ToxrISMOND, =, = -»- <» -» Mr, Wroughton, 
BerRTRAN = = -<- = -» Mr. Whitfield, 
ALPpHONS0, NI = = ' » Mr. Fearon. 
LorENzo, bis gn, - - < -< Mr, Lewis. Sg 
RAayMonDd, =- = - -» -» Mr. Hull, 
PzpRo, » - - »- - - Mr. Thompson. 
Gonrr,  «- = =» >< Mr. Quick. 
Dominick, the Spanish Fryar, = = Mr. Henderson- 


Women. 
LxonoR A, Queen of Arragon, = = Mrs, Inchbald. 
 TExRESA, woman to Leonoraz, = - Mrs. Poussin. 


ELviRA, wife of Gomez, < - - + Mrs. Mattocks. 
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Stand! give the word. 


A crown usurp'd, a lawful king depos'd, 


id 
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My pray 1, SCENE I. 


ALPHONSO and PEDRO meet, with coldiers on each 5ide, drumsy 
TE 7. OCs "uy ED 


Alphonso. 


Ped. The queen of Arragon. 
 Alþh. Pedro ;—how goes the night ? 
Ped, She wears apace. : 
Alph. Then welcome day-light; ; we Shall have v warm 1 work 
on't ; 
The Moor will page 


' His utmost forces on this next assault, 


To win a queen and kingdom. 
Ped. Pox O' this lion-way of wooing, mares. ah 


Is the queen stirring yet? | 


Alph. She has not been a-bed, but in her chapel 
All night devoutly watch*d, and brib'd the saints 
With vows for her deliverance. 

Ped. Oh, Alphonso, 

I fear they come too late : her father's crimes 
Sit heavy on her, and weigh down her prayers. 


C 
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In bondage held, debarr'd the common light ; 
His children murder'd, and his friends destroy'd ; + 20 
What can'we less expe than what we rol? 
And what we fear will follow. 
Alph. Heav'n avert it. 
Ped. 'Then Heav*n must not be Heay' n. Tulle the event 
By what has pass'd. Th” usurper %Joy'd not long 
_ His ill-got crown! *Tis true, he dy'd in peace; 
(Unriddle that, ye Pow'rs!) but left his daughter, 
Our present queen, engag'd upon his death-bed, 
To marry with young Bertran, whose curs'd father 
Had help'd to make him great. | 
Hence, you well know, this fatal war arose ; ; 
Because the Moor Abdallah, with whose troops 
'Th' usurper gain'd the kingdom, was ; refus'd. 
And, as an infidel, his love despis'd. 
Alph. Well, we are soldiers, Pedro, A like lawyers, 
Plead for our pay. _ 
' Ped. A good cause would do ren though ; 
It gives my sword an edge. You see this Bertran 
Has now three times been beaten by the Moors: Es 
What hope we bave is in young Torrismond, 40 
Your brother's son. . 
Alph. He's a successful warrior, 
« And has the soldiers hearts. Upon the i 
«« Of Arragon our squadron'd troops he rallies :”? 
Our watchmen from the tow'rs with longing eyes 
 Expett his swift arrival. | | 
Ped. It must be swift, or it will come too late. 
Alpþh. No more :—Duke Bertran. 


Enter BERTRAN attended. 
| Bert. Relieve the centries that have watch'd all night. 
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That you stand idle here ? 
Ped. Mine are drawn off, 
To take a short repose. | 
Bert. Short let it be, 
For from the Moorish camp, this hour and more, 
| There has been heard a distant humming noise, 
Like bees disturb*d, and arming in their hives. 
What courage in our soldiers ? Speak ! what hope! 
Ped. As much as when physicians shake their heads, 
And bid their dying patient think of heaven. 
«« Our walls are thinly mann'd; our best men slain : 
_ « The rest, an heartless number, spent with watching, 
« And harrass'd out with duty.” 
Bert. Good-night all then. 
Ped. Nay, for my part, tis but a nts life 
T have to lose : Pl plant my colours down 
In the mid breach, and by them fix my foot ; 
Say a $hort soldier's pray'r, to spare the trouble 
Of my few friends above ; and then expe&t 
'The next fair bullet. 


« Alph. Never was known a night of such PERS IP Pg z 


«« Noise s0 confus'd and dreadful; justling crowds, 
«© That run, and know not whither ; torches gliding, 
« Like meteors, by each other in the streets. 
« Ped, I met a reverend, fat, old gouty fryar; 

« With a paunch $swoll'n so high, his double chin 
«« Might rest upon't : a true $son of the church ; 
« Fresh colour'd, and well thriven on his trade, 
«© Came puffing with his greasy bald-pate choir, 
«* And fumbling o'er his beads, in such an agony, 
«« He told them false for fear : about his neck 

« There hung a wench, the label of his funQion, 


| F 'Þ 
' Now, colonel, have you dispos'd your men, [To Ped. 


80 
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«« Whom he shook off, faith, methought unkindly. 
« Tt seems the holy stallion durst not score 
« Another sin before he left the world,” 


Enter a Captain, 


Capt. To arms, my lord, to arms ! ! 
From the Moors' camp the noise grows louder Still : 
_ «« Rattling of armour, trumpets, drums, and ataballes ; 'F 
« And sometimes peals of shouts that rend the heav'ns, 
« Like victory : the groans again, and howlings, 
_« Like those of vanquish'd men; but every echo. 
« Goes fainter off, and dies in distant sounds,” 
Bert. Some false attack : expe& on th' other side ; 
| One to the gunners on St. Jago's tow'r; bid them for shame 
Level their cannon lower : on my soul, 
They're all corrupted with the gold of Barbary 
To carry over, and not hurt the Moor. 


Enter a second C aptain, 


24 Capt. My lord, here's fresh intelligence arriv'd ; 
Our army, led by valiant Torrismond, | 
1s now in hot engagement with the Moors ; pens 100 
"Tis said, within their trenches. 
Bert, I'think all fortune is resery'd for him. 
He might have sent us word though ; 
And then we could have favour'd his attempt 
With allies from the town 
 _Alph. 1s could not be: 
We were $0 close block'd up, that none could peep 
Upon the walls and live ; but yet 'tis time—— 
Bert. No, *tis too late; I will not hazard it: 
On pain of death, let no man dare to ally. 
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Ped. [ Aide.) Oh, envy, envy, how it WwRend within him! 
How now ! what means this Show ? 
Alph. *Tis a process1on : 


The queen is going to the great cathedral, 


To pray for our success against the Moors. 

Ped. Very good : she usurps the throne; keeps the old 
king in prison; and, at the same time, is praying for a 
blessing : oh, religion and roguery, how they go together. 

[ Shout and a flourish of Sd pond 


& 4 processton of priests and ' hate in white, with tapers, 
« followed by the queen and ladies, u_ Oey the S me the 


-  chorixters Singing. 


& Look down, ye bless'd above, hook down. 
«© Behold our weeping matrons tear, - 20. 
« Behold our tender wirgins' fears, 0 


cc And auith SUCCESS our armies CYOWN « 


« Look down, ye bless'd above, look down : 
« Oh, save us, Save us, and our State retore ; 
«& For pity, pity, pity, we implore; 
&« For pity, pity, pity, we implore, 
«« [The procession goes off, and mou: within,” 
Enter LokENzo, who kneel, to Aupnos $0, 


PRA [To Alph.)] A joyful cry ; and $ee your $0n, Low 


' renzo : good news, kina Heav'n ! 


Alph. [To Lor.] Oh, Welcome, - welcome | 1s the general 
Safe ? 


_ How near our army ? When chal be succour'd ? 
_ Or, are we succour'd ? Are the Moors remov'd ? 
Answer these questions first, and then a thousand more ; 


Answer them all together. 


- 
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Lo, Yes, when I have a thousand tongues, I will. 
The general's well; his army too is safe 


As victory can make them : the Moors' king 


Is safe enough, I warrant him, for one. 
At dawn of day our general cleft his pate, 


| Spite of his woollen night-cap : a _ wound ; 140 


Perhaps he may recover. 
_ Alpþh. Thou reviv'st me. 
Ped. By my computation now, the victory. was gained | 


before the procession was made for it ; and yet it will go hard 


but the priests will make a miracle of it. 

Lor. Yes, faith we came, like bold intruding guests, 

And took them unprepar'd to give us welcome. | 
Their scouts we kilPd, then found their bogy Sleeping 3 
And as they lay confus'd, we stumbled o'er them, 
And took what joint came next, arms, heads, or legs, 
Somewhat undecently. But when men want light, ; 
They make but bungling work. . 

Bert, I'll to the queen, 

And bear the news. 
Ped, That's young FAINED! $ s duty. 
Bert. I'll spare his trouble 


This Torrismond begins to grow too fast ; 


He must be mine, or ruin'd. Et | [ 4ride. 
Lor. Pedro, a word. [Whiser.] Exit Bertran. 
Alph, < How swift he shot away! I find it Stung him, 160 

« In $pite of his dissembling.” _ 

To Lor.] How many of the enemy are slain ? 

Lor. Troth, sir, we were in haste, and could not stay 

To score the men we kild. But there they lie ; 

Best send our women out to take the tale ;_ 

There” O circumcision in abundance for them, 

[Turns to Pedro again. 
Alph. How far did youu pursue them? _ 
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Loy. Some few miles. 

To Ped.] Good store of harlots, say you, and wages FE: 

Pedro, they must be had, and 4poouuye 

I've kept a tedious fast. | [Whirpers again. 
Alph. When will he make his entry ? He deserves 

Such triumphs as were giv'n by ancient Rome. 

Ha, boy, what say ';t thou ? 

Lor. As you $ay, sir, that Rome was very ancient— 

To Ped.] I leave the choice to you ; fair, black, tall, low; 

Let her but have a nose. And you may tell her 

' I'm rich in jewels, rings, and bobbing _—_ 

Pluck'd from Moor's ears. 
Alþh. Lorenzo. 180 
Lor. Somewhat busy 

About affairs relating to the Public —— EL 

A -RSOIITY girl, Just in the nick now. [To Ped, 

[ Trumpets within, 
| Ped. It hear the uoeral's trumpet. . Stand and mark 
How he will be receiy'd : I fear, but coldly; 
| There hung a cloud, methought, on Bertran's brow, 

Lor. Then look to see a storm on Torrisgmond's. 

| Looks fright not men : the general has seen Moors 

With as bad faces, no dispraise to Bertran's, 

Ped. 'T'was rumour'd in the camp he loves the queen. 
Lor. He drinks her health deyoutly. 

Alph. That may breed bad blood *twixt him and Bertran, 
Ped. Yes, in private. 

But Bertran has been taught the arts of courts, 

To gild a face with smiles, and leer a man to ruin, 

Oh, here MEX come 


How Tor r15MonD and Officers on one sidt, BenTRAN attended, 
on the other ; ©* they embrace, Be RTRAN bowing low. 
«« Just as I prophesy'd. | 
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« Loy. Death and hell, he laughs at him ! in's face too. 
_* Ped, Ch, you mistake him ! *twas an humble grin, 


« The fawning joy of courtiers and of dogs.” _ 200 
. Lor. [ Aside.) Here are nothing but lies to be expetted ; 
I'll &'en go lose myself in some blind alley, and try if any 


courteous damsel will think me worth the pn [Ext Lor. 
 « 41þh. Now he begins to open.” 
Bert. Your country rescu*d, and your queen reliey'd! 


A glorious conquest, noble 'Forrismond ! 
Phe people rend the skies with loud applause, 
And Heay'n can hear no other name but yours. 


The thronging crouds press on you as you pass, 


And with their eager joy make triumph Slow. 


Tor. My lord, I have no taste 


| Of popular'applause ; the noisy praise 
_ Of giddy crouds, as changeable as winds, 
Still vehement, and still without a cause ; 


Servants to chance, and blowing in the tide 


Of swoPn success ; but veering with its ebb, 


It leaves the channel dry. 
Bert. So young a $toic ! 
Tor. You wrong me, if you think Pl ell one drop 


Within these veins for pageants: but let honour 220 


Call for my blood, and sluice it into streams ; 
Turn fortune loose again to my pursuit, 
And let me hunt her through embattell'd foes, 


In dusty plains, amidst the cannon's roar, 


There will I be the first. 


Bert. T'Wl try him farther —— WJ 


Suppose th” assembled states of Arragon 
Decree a statue to you, thus inscrib'd, 
To Torrismond who freed his native land. 
« 41ph. [To Ped.] Mark how he rounds and fathoms him, 
to find 
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« The shallows of his soul ! 

_ « Bert, The just applause 
« Of godlike senates, is the stamp of virtue, 

« Which makes it pass unquestion'd through the world. 
«« These honours you deserve ; nor shall my suffrage 
« Be last to fix them on you. If refus'd, 
« You brand us all with black ingratitude 

« For times to come $hall say, Our Spain, like Rome, _ 
«« Negle&s her champions after noble a&ts, 240 
« And lets their laurels wither on their heads.” 
_ Tor. A statue for a battle blindly fought, 

Where darkness and surprise made conquest cheap | 
Where virtue borrow*'d but the arms of chance, 

And struck a random blow ! *Twas fortune's work, 

And fortune take the praise. 

Bert. Yet happiness 

Is the first fame. Virtue, without success, 

Is a fair piture shewn by an ill light. 
But lucky men are favourites of Heaven : 
And whom s$hould kings esteem above Heav*n's darlings ? 
The praises of a young and beauteous qucen 
Shall crown your glorious aQs. 

| Ped. [To Alph. ] There sprung the mine. 

| Tor. The queen ! that were happiness too great ! 
Nam'd you the queen, my lord ? 
Bert. Yes. You have seen her, and you must confess, 
| A praise, a smile, a look from her is worth 
The $houts of thousand amphitheatres. - 
She, she $hall praise you ; for I can oblige her w_ 260 
To-morrow will deliver all her charms | 
| Into my arms, and make her mine for ever. 
Why $stand you mute ? 

Tor. Alas, I cannot opeak | 
D 
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Aa 1. 


Bert. Not Speak, my lord! How were your thoughts em- 


_ ploy'd? 
Tor. Nor can I think; for I am Jost | in thought. 
| Bert. Thought of the queen, poonnys P 
Tor. Why, if 1t were, 
Heay? n may be thought on, though too high to climb. 
| Bert. Oh, now I find where your ambition drives ! 


| You ought not to think of her. 


Tor. So | say too, 
I ought not : madmen ought not to be mad ; 
But who can help his frenzy ? 

Bert. Fond young man ! 
The wings of your ambition must be clipp'd. 
Your shame-fac'd virtue shunn'd the people's praise, 
And senate's honours : but *tis well we know 
What price you hold yourself at. You have fought 
With 'some success, and that has seal'd your pardon, 


280 


Ter. Pardon from thee ! Oh, give me patience, Heaven ! 


'Thrice vanquish'd Bertran, if thou dar'st, look out 
Upon yon slaughter'd host, that field of blood ; 
There seal my pardon, where thy fame was lost.. 
Ped. He's ruin'd past redemption ! 
Alph.-[To 'Tor.] Learn respe&t 
To the first prince o' the blood. 
Bert. Oh, let him rave, 
I'll not contend with madmen. 
Tor, I have done, _ | 
I know *twere madness to declare this truth ; 
And yet *twere baseness to deny my love. | 
'Tis true, my hopes are vanishing as clouds, 


Lighter than children's bubbles blown by wind. 
| My merit's but the rash result of chance ? 


My birth unequal ; all the stars against me; 


ks 
[5-IN 
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Pow'r, promise, choice, the living and the dead ; 

Mankind my foes, and only love my friend ; 

But such a love, kept at such awful distance, ' oo 
As, what it loudly dares to tell, a rival 

Shall fear to whisper there. Queens may be loy'd, 

And $0 may gods ; else why are altars rais'd ? 

Why $hines the sun, but that he may be view'd 


But, oh, when he's too bright, if then we gaze, 
*Tis but to weep, and close our eyes in darkness! —[Exit. 


&« Bert, 'Tis well ; the goddess Shall be told, she Shall, 


_ & Of her new worshipper. ; CB 


Ped. So, here's fine work! 
« He supply'd his only foe with arms 
« For his destrution. Old Penelope's tale 


« Inverted: Ih” has unravell'd all by day, 
« 'That he has done by night.” What, planet-struck! 


Alph. 1 wish I were, to be past sense of this ! 

Peg. Would I had but a lease of life so long, 
As till my flesh and blood rebell'd this way, 
Against our sovereign lady | Mad for a queen, 


With a globe in one hand, and a sceptre in t "Rider. 
_ A very pretty moppet ! 


Alph. Then to declare his madness to his rival, 520 
His father absent on an embassy, 


_Humselt a $tranger almost, wholly friendless ! q 


A torrent, rolling down a precipice, 
Is easler to be stopp'd, than is his ruin. | 
Peg. Tis fruitless to complain : haste to the court; 


Improve your interest there, for pardon from the \ 
Alph. Weak remedies ; 


But all must be attempted, | [ Exit, 


LOT Enter Loxenzo. 
Fl Well, I am the most Ty rogue ! I have been 
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ranging over half the town, but have sprung no game. Our 
women are worse infidels than the Moors: I told them I was 
one of their knights-errant, that delivered them from ra- 


vishment ; and I think in my conscience that's their quarrel 


to me. 

Ped. Is this a time for fooling ?. Your cousin 1s run ho- 
nourably mad in love with her majesty : he is split upon a 
rock ; and you, who are in chace of harlots, are sinking in 
the main ocean, 1 think the devil's in the family. [| Ext. 
| Ler. My cousin ruined, says he !—Hum !—Not that I wish 
my cousin's ruin ; that were unchristian: but if the gene. 
 ral's ruined, I am heir; there's comfort for a christian, 
Money I have, I thank the honest Moors for't ; but I want 
a mistress. I am willing to be lgwd ; but the tempter is 


wanting on his arg | | Yd 


Enter es RA weiled. 


F700 Stranger! cavalier! Will you not hear me, you 


Moor-killer, you matador ? 

Ler. Meaning me, madam ? 

Ele. Face about, man; you a Soldier, and afraid of the 
enemy! | | 

Lor. I must confess, I did not expe to have been charged 


first. I $ee $ouls will not be lost for want of diligence in this 


devil's reign. [Aside.] Now, madam Cynthia behind a 
cloud, your will and pleasure with me ? = 

Elv. You have the appearance of a cavalier ; and if you 
are as deserving as you seem, perhaps you may not repent 
of your adventure. If a lady like you well enough to hold 
discourse with you at first sight, you are gentleman enough, 


I hope, to help her out with an apology, and to lay the 


blame on stars, or destiny, or what you please, to excuse the 
failty of a woman. 360 
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A 1. 
. Lor. Oh, I love an easy woman ! there's such a-do to 


crack a thick-shell'd mistress ; we break our teeth and find 


no kernel. Tis generous in you to take pity on a stranger, 


and not to suffer him to fall into 11! hands at his first arrival. 


 Elv. You have a better opinion of me than I deserve. 
You have not seen me yet; and therefore I am confident you 
are heart-whole. 

Lor. Not absolutely Slain, I must confess; but I am draw- 


' ing on apace. You have a dangerous tongue in your head, 
| I can tell you that; and if your eyes prove of as killing me- 
| tal, there's but one way with me. Let me see you, for the 


sate- guard of my honour ; *tis but decent the cannon should 
be drawn down upon me before I yield. 

Elv. What a terrible similitude have you made, colonel, 
to shew that you are inclining to the wars! I could answer 
you with another in my profession. Suppose you were in 


want of money ; would you not be glad to take a sum upon 


content in a sealed bag, without peeping? But, however, I 


will not stand with you for a sample. [| Lifts up her weil. 


 Lor. What eyes were there ! how keen their glances! you 
do well to keep them veiled ; they are too Sharp to be trust- 
ed out of the scabbard. E be 382 
Elo. Perhaps, now, you may accuse my forwardness : but 
this day of jubilee is the only time of freedom I have had ; 
and there is nothing $0 extravagant as a prisoner, when he. 
gets loose a little, and is my to return to his fet- 
ters. 
L:r. To confess freely to you, Madam, I was never in 


love with less than your whole sex before : but now I have 


Seen you, I am in the dire& road of languishing and sigh- 
ing ; and, if love goes on as it begins, for ought I know, 
by to-morrow morning you may hear of me in rhyme and _ 
Sonnet, I tell you truly, I do not like these symptoms in. 
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 myself, Perhaps I may go $shufflingly at first; for I was 


never before walked in trammels: yet I $shall drudge and 


oil at constancy, till I have worn off the Ag in my 


pace. 
Elv. Oh, sir, there: are arts to reclaim the wildest men, 
as there are to make spaniels fetch and carry ! chide them 


often, and feed them seldom. Now I know your temper, 
| you may thank yourselt if you are kept to hard meat—you 


are in for years, if you make love to me. 402 

Loy. I hate a formal obligation, with an anno domini at the 
end on't : there may be an evil meaning in the word years, 
called matrimony. 


Elv. I can easily rid you of that fear : L wish I could rid. 
 myself as easily of the bondage. 


 Lor. Then you are married ? 


_ Ely. If a covetous, and at jealous, and an old man be el 
husband. | 


Lor. Three as good qualities for my purpose as I als 


wish. Now, love be praised ! 


Enter Liv ra's Duenna, and wwhispers 10 her, 


Ele. [ 4sige.] If I get not home before my husband, I 


Shall be ruin'd——[To him.] I dare not stay to tell you 
[ Exit. 


where— Farewell—Could I once more— 
 Lor. This is unconscionable dealing : to be made a slave, 


and not know whose livery I Ears have we yonder ? 


Enter Gow EZ. 


By that Shambling 3 1n his walk, it should be my ich old 


banker, Gomez, whom I knew at Barcelona, As I live, *tis 


he! [To Gom.] What, old Mammon here? 420 


Gom. How | young Belzebub ? 


Lor. What devil has set his claws in thy haunches, and 


* A ” 2 aye $5405: Ar eo Reb CESS 1 owt2e : 20-9. 
fyw- gee oe bs ER RY. FITS i I I El Gs Ws Be I TN Bf 5 
DT OE. Vo IE iS Lge? ie ln PE I Oe has 1 
" ve RN; ro TI Ne 3% AIB-2. 7 KO 
FL AIDE 1 TAPE $0) EVE ET TR HOWy ap TACT SOC 
is ; . 


— 


EUESETL X « * . , 
- MLL I, - was Xo "mo £ XxX - > " - 4 4 f oo 2 —ADRY 
wks de XY RE Fg,” Þ ra ” r mM "ng x | ans w , WS LO - L ang F - pO $6 Re k 
wr CO OR wo: 4 CF «Forth ” Ye 4 bt p - TAESS 5 "ug AF * Nags WES EL ne Ke IE 
RBI a aL i A IB dl ot nd re OS i be 6 dn, BEG REY EIN ae ob At EEK Bout Rd te Rr IN LOS [es EE. Pots Se REN 


Sy, an or ont ig Hh EIS 
> Bros A WITS 4 ae] REA + 


VY "= 
* x I 
4 *y 
oF Var 
< 
- 
F Wo 
Ww3 
34 - 
. 
"RSS 
'y 4-0 
LED, 
} Rs 
2 « 
\ 
Fd 
4:64 
KS 
4 
18 
Fs 
.- 
%..3 
* 
» 
ve 4 
- 
*" 22 
Wo 
[7 
F; 4 
Vp 
E x 
- wy 
De 
WH 
KW 's 
6 
_- 
4+. <8 
Ws 
4 
£ 
Eo 
{', 
-D 
rs 
iS 
Kd 
b, 
24 - 
55d 
: 
FA + 
— XL 
, 68 
1233 
Fg 
Sh. 
3-1 
4 150 
by. 
20 
v=o 
by 
Ion 
SEE. >=", 
28 
IE>- 
j Ko 
> FR 
46 
* * 

- Tx 
© ICY 
by 

II 
F< 
W_- 
£ 5 
: BB 
92 
"32M 
BE 
RN 
bed 
on 
6% 
oe 
va 
Fae 
. x) 
Oy 2 
_ a 
FR 
2% 
y 
Re 
TED 
57I0R 
Eten A 
= 
*K> 


. young lady ?- 
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brought thee hither to Saragoesn ? Sure he meant a farther 
journey with thee. 

Gom. I always remove before the enemy: when the Moors : 
are ready to besiege one town, I $shift my quarters to the 


next ; I keep as far from the infidels as I can. 


Lor. That's but a hair's breadth at farthest. 

Gem. Well, you have got a famous vi&ory; all true eub- 
je&s are overjoyed at it : there are bonfires decreed; an the 
times had not been $0 | hard, + ay billet Should have burnt 
too. 

Loy. I dare 5A for thee, thou hast ck a rvagol for a 


 single billet, that thou wouldst almost have thrown on thy-. 
elf to saye it; thou art for saving every thing but thy 


Soul. 
Gom. Well, well, you'll not bellons me generous till I carry 


you to the tavern and crack half a mw with you at my own 
charge. ©: | 439 


Lor. No; I'll keep thee from heals thyself fir Such an 


extravagance ; and instead of it, thou shalt do me a mere 


verbal courtesy : I have a now seen a most incomparable. 
young lady. 

 Gom. Whereabouts did you see this most incomparable 
-My mind misgives me plaguily. [ Aside. 
 Lor. Here, man, just before this corner . house : : pray 
Heaven it prove no bawdy-house. 

Gom. [ Aside.] Pray Heaven he does not make it one. 

Lor. What dost thou mutter to thyself? Hast thou any 


thing to say against the honesty of that house ? 


Gom. Not I, Colonel, the walls are very honest stone, and 


the timber very honest wood for ought I know ; but for the 


woman I cannot say, till I know her better. Describe her 
person, and if she hive in this quarter I may give you tidungs 


of her. - ; 
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Lor. She's of a middle Stature, dark-colour'd hair, the 


most bewitching leer with her eyes, the most roguish cast ; 


her cheeks are dimpled when $he smiles, and her $smiles 


would tempt an hermit. 459 
Gom. [ Aside.] I am dead, I am buried, 1 am damned—— 


Go on—— Colonel—have you no other marks of her ? 
Lor. Thou hast all her marks, but that she has an hus- 


band, a jealous, covetous, old huncks : bans canst thou : 


tell me news of her? 
Gom. Yes, this news, Colonel, that you have Seen your 


last of her. 

Lor. If thou helpest me not to the keoeidgs of her, thou 
art a circumcised Jew. 

Gom. Circumcise me no more than I circumcise you, 


Colonel Hernando. Once more, you have en your last of 


_ | | 
or. [Avide.) I am glad he knows me only by that name 


7 Mende, by which I went at Barcelona ; now he can 
tell no tales of me to my father. [To him.] Come, thou wert 


ever good-natured, when thou could'st get by it. Look 


here, rogue, *tis of the right damning colour : thou art 


not proof against gold, Sure! Do not I know thee for a 


covetous— _ Se Yo . 
Gom. Jealous old hunks; those were the marks of your 


mistress's husband, as I remember, colonel. 480+ 


Lor. O the devil! what a rogue in understanding was I, 
not to find him out sooner ! [ 4s:9e. 

Gem, Do, do, look sillily, good Colonel 3 ; *tis a decent me- 
lancholy after an absolute defeat. 
_ Lor. Faith, not for that, dear Gomez ;——but——— 

Gom. But——no pumping, my dear colonel. 


Lor. Hang pumping ; I was—thinking a little upon a 
point of gratitude : we two have been long acquaintance ; 
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I know thy merits, and can make $some interest ; go to; 
thou wert born to maar do ; Il make thee Alcaide, mayor 


of Saragossa. 
Gom. Satisfy yourself: you $hall not make me what you 


think, colonel. 


Lor. Faith, but I will; thou hast the face of a magistrate | 
already. 


Gem. And you would provide me with a magistrate* s head 
to my magistrate's face ;. I thank you, colonel, 
Lor. Come, thou art so suspicious upon an idle story—— 


that woman I saw, I mean that little, crooked, ugly woman, 
for t'other was a lie—is no more thy wife—as Pll go home 


with thee and Satisfy thee immediately, my dear friend. 5oOl 


Gom. I $hall not put you to that trouble ; no, not so much 
| as a single visit; not s0 much as an embassy by a civil old 


woman, nor a serenade of twincledum, twincledum, under 


my windows : nay, I will advise you, out of tenderness to 


your person, that you walk not near yon corner-house by 
night; for, to my certain knowledge, there are blunderbus- 


Ses planted in every loop-hole, that go off constantly of their 


own accord, at the Squeaking of a fiddle and the thrumming 
of a guittar. 


Lor. Art thou $0 obetinate ? Then I diaatiey open war. 


against thee: I'll demolish thy citadel by force; or, at least, 


Pit bring my whole regiment upon thee ; my thousand red 
locusts, that shall devour thee 1n free quarter. Farewell, 
wrought night-cap. | =D Bates 

Gem. Farewell, buff ! Free quarter for a regiment of red- 


_ coat locusts ! I hope to see them all in the red' sea first !—— 
But, oh! this Jezabel of mine! I'll get a physician that 

_ Shall prescribe her an ounce of camphire every morning for 

| her breakfast, to abate incontinency. She $hall never peep 


abroad, 0, not to church for confession ! ! and for never go- 
E 


mg 
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ing, She chall be condemned for a heretic. She hall have 
Stripes by Troy-weight, and sustenance by drachms and 
scruples ; nay, I'll have a fasting almanack printed on pur- 
| pose for her use, in which 525 
No carnival nor Christmas shall appear, 

But Lents and Ember-weeks $hall fill the year. [£Exz, 


ACT 11. SCENE 4 


& The Joon s antichamber. ALrnons0 and PEDRO. 


" Alphonso. 

os Wann Saw you my Lorenzo ? 
« Ped. I had a glimpse of him ; but he shot by me : 

« Like a young hound upon a burning scent : 

« He's gone a harlot hunting. 
« 4Iph. His foreign breeding might have gs him better. 
« Ped. ”Tis that has taught him this. 

* What learn our youth abroad, but to refine 

«« The homely vices of their native land ? 

« Give me an honest home-spun country clown 

«« Of our own growth ; his dullness is but plain, 

«© But theirs embroider'd ; they are Sent out fools, 

« And come back fops. 
« 4Iph. You know what reasons urg'd me ; 

| *© But, now I have accomplish*d my designs, 

« T should be glad he knew them. His wild riots 

«« Disturb my soul ; but they would sit more close, 

« Did not the threaten'd downfall of our house, 

"6." Iv Torrismond, o'erwhelm my private ills. 


LY 


cc Enter Bs RTRAN attended, and whicpering with. a courtier 
| _ axide, | 


_ « Bert, I would not have her think he dar'd to love her 3 
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« If he presumes to own it, she's $0 proud, 
«« He tempts his certain ruin. 
« 4lþb. [To Ped.] Mark how dicdainfully he : throws his ' 
eyes oN us. 
«« Our old imprison'd king wore no rach looks. 
&« Ped. O, would the general Shake off his dotage to th 
usurping queen, 
cc And re-enthrone good venerable danke; . 
« Tl undertake, Should Bertran sound his trumpets, | 
«« And Torrismond but whistle —_ his __ 
« He draws his army off. 
« 41ph. I told him $0; | 
« But had an answer louder than a NY | ONE 
« Ped. Now plague and pox on his smock-loyalty; 560 
« T hate to see a brave, bold fellow sorted, | 
_ «« Made $our and senseless, turn'd to whey, by love; - 
« A drivelling hero, fit for a romance. 
«© Q, here he comes : what will their greeting be ?”? 


Enter Tor R1SMOND attended, BERTRAN and he meet and_ 
_ Justle. 
Pork. Make way, my lords, and let the pageant pass. 
Tor. I make my way where*er I see my toe : 
But you, my lord, are good at a retreat. 
I have no Moors behind me. 
| Bert. Death and hell ! 
Dare to speak thus when you come out again, 
_ Tor. Dare to provoke me thus, insulting man. 


Raw Tala. 


Ter. My lords, you are too loud so near the queen 
You, Torrismond have much offended her. 
*Tis her command you instantly appear, 
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To answer your demeanour to the prince. . 
[Exit Teresa, Bertran with his company following her. 
Tor. O, Pedro! O, Alphontot pity me! 
A grove of pikes, 
Whose polish'd steel from far ceverely Shines, 
Are not so dreadful as this heauteous queen, _ DO 
Alph. Call up your courage timely to your aid, 580 
And, like a lion press'd upon the tolls, TS 
Leap on your hunters. Speak your aftions boldly. 
There is a time when modest virtue 1s 
Allow'd to praise itself. 
Ped. Heart, you were hot enough; too hot, but nOW 3 
Your fury then boil'd upward to a foam : 
But since this message came, you sink and settle, 
As if cold water had been pour*'d upon you. 
T:r. Alas, thou know'st not what it is to love! 
When we behold an angel, not to fear, 
Is to be impudent : no, I'm resoly'd, 
| Like a led victim, to my death I'll go, 
And, d Ying, bless the hand that pave the blow. [Exeunt. 


SCENE 1. 


Draws, and shews the Ducen Sitting is State: BERTRAN Stand- 
ing next ur then TERESA, &C. She ries and comes to the 


front. 
 Rueen., [To Bert.] 1 time not you, wy lord ; my | father $ 


will, 
Your own deserts, and all my people O voice, 
_ Have plac'd you in the view of sov*reign pow'r, 
_ But I would learn the cause, why Torrismond, 
Within my palace walls, within my hearing, 
Almost within my sight, affronts a prince | | boo 
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Who Shortly shall command. him. 


Bert. He thinks you owe him more than you can pay, 
And looks as he were lord of human kind. 


Enter ToRRISMOND, ALPHONSO, and PEDRO. TORKRIsS- 
MON Db bows low, then lcoks roxy at the Queen, and keeps 
at distance. 


| Ter. Madam, the general— 

24. Let me view him well. 
My father sent him early to the frontiers. 

1 have not often seen him ; it I did, 

He pass'd unmark'd by my unheeding eyes. 
But where's the fierceness, the disdainful pride, 
"The haughty port, the fiery arrogance ? 
| By all these marks, this is not sure the man, h 

Bert. Yet this is he who filld your court with tumult, - 

Whose fierce demeanor, and whose insolence, 
'The patience of a god could not support. 


' 24. Name his offence, my lord, and he Shay have | 
Immediate punishmeat. 


Bert. *'Tis of s0 high a nature, thoula I ak it, 
That my presumption then would equal his. 

2%. Some one among you speak. 2 

Ped. | Aide. ] Now my tongue itches. 620 

'Nz. All dumb: On your allegiance, Torrismond, 
By all your hopes, I do command you speak. 

Tor. [Kneeling.] O $eeck not to conviuce me of a crime 
Which I can ner repent, nor can you pardon ; 
_ Or, if you needs will know it, think, oh think, | 

That he, who thus commanded, dares to speak, , 
Unless commanded, would have dy*d in silence. 
But you adjur'd me, madam, by my hopes! 
Hopes I have none, for 1 am all despair ; 


> gs —_ 


bes gn wy Hs a <<, —_—_ _ 
_—_ - I 
= - —_ 


— 
—_ Se 
> 


——_——_— 


TC ND CC—_—_—— 


© + 0 DO ron 
_s > _—__ nas = ng 


OC II IIS A ny ot On An. oY ee _ —__————_— —  —— a at oe. Es ee Ee OOO On r 
« . _ er I” gi Bo 
ag [> _ ont. <<. > 9 ner en een ce 0 


GE EE ee EE eee hs eat Ee ne I ee 


—_— = 


_QXMX_R__—9 


34 | THE SPANISH FRYAR., Aa It. 


Friends I hw none, for friendship follows favour; 
Desert I've none, for what I did was duty : 
Oh, that it were! that it were duty all! 


 2u. Why do you pause ? Proceed. 

_ Tor. As ohe condemn'd to leap a precipice, 
Who sees before his eyes the depth below, 
Stops short, and looks about for some kind Shrub | 


| To break his dreadful fall——s0 I—— 
But whither am I going ? If to death, 


He looks $0 lovely sweet in beauty's pomp, 
He draws me to his dart.—l dare no more. 640 
| Bert. He's mad beyond the cure of hellebore. 
Whips, darkness, dungeons for this insolence. 

Tor. Mad as I am, yet I know when to bear. 

2x. You're both too bold. You, Torrismond, withdraw; 3 
I'll teach you all what's owing to ro Ons | 
For you, my lord 


The priest to-morrow was to Join our hands ; "ih 
_ Pll try if I can live a day without you. 
_ So both of you depart, and live in peace. 


Alph. Who knows which way $he points ? | 
Doubling and turning like a hunted hare. 


Find out the meaning of her mind who can. 


Ped. Who ever found a woman's ? Backward and forward. 
The whole -sex in every word. In my conscience, when she 


_ was getting, her mother was thinking of a riddle. 


[ Exeunt all but the Queen and Teresa. 
Du, Haste, my 'Teresa, haste, and call him back. 
Jer. Whom, madam ? 
Du. Hime 
Ter. Prince Bertran ! ' | ” | | 
24, Torrismond 3 NS 55,55 /5..000 
There i is no other he. | | 
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« Tex, [| Aide] A rising sun, 

« Or I am much deceiv'd.” | [Exit Teresa. 
Qu. A change $0 $swift what heart did ever feel ! 

It rush'd upon me like a mighty stream, 

And bore me in a moment far from hore. 

| I've lov'd away myself; in one short hour 

Already am I gone an age of passion: _ 

Was it his youth, his valour, or success ? 

These might perhaps be found in other men. _ 

"Twas that respe&, that awful homage paid me ; 

'That fearful love which trembled in his eyes, 


"And with a silent earthquake shook his soul. 


But, when he spoke, what tender words he aid ! 
So softly, that, like flakes of feather'd SNOW, 
| TP melted as they fell.— | 


| Bnter Ter ESA with Toxxtoonn. 


' er. He waits your pleasure. 
Nu. *Tis well; retire—Oh, heav'ns, that I must peak 


| So distant from my heart—— _ os» 3 
[To Tor.] How now! What boldness brings you back again? 
Tor. I heard 'twas your command. WE ge, 


21. A fond mistake, 
To credit so unlikely a command. 
And you return full of the same presumption, 
T”' affront me with your love ? | 
_ Tor. If 'tis presumption, for a wretch condemn'd, 
To throw himself beneath his judge's feet : 
A boldness more than this I never knew; 
Or, if I did, twas only to your foes. 
©. D#. You would insinuate your past Services, 
| And those, I grant were great ; but you confess 
A \ fault committed Since, that cancels all. 
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Tor. And who could dare to disavow his crime, 
When that for which he is accus'd and seiz'd, 
He bears about him still ! My eyes confess it ; 


My every attion speaks my heart aloud : 


But, Oh, the madness of my high attempt 


Speaks louder yet ! and all together cry, 


T love and I despair. 
2x. Have you not heard, .. 700 
My father, with his dying voice, bequeath | 
My crown and me to Bertran ? And dare you, 
A private man, presume to love a queen ? 
Tor. That, that's the wound ! 1 see you set $0 high, 
As no desert or services can reach : 
Good heav*ns, why gave you me a monarch's 5oul, 
And crusted it with base Plebeian clay ? 
Why gave you me desires of such extent, 
And such a $pan to grasp them ? Sure my lot 


By some o'er-hasty angel was misplac'd 


In Fate's eternal volume ! — But I rave, 
And, like a giddy bird in dead of night, 
Fly round the fire that scorches me to death. 
24. Yes, Torrismond, you've not $0 ill deserv'd, 


But I may give you counsel for your cure. 


Tor. I cannot, nay, I wish not to be cur'd. 
24. | Aside.] Nor I, Heav'n knows ! 
Tor. There is a pleasure sure 

In being mad, which none but madmen know ! 


Let me indulge it; let me gaze for ever! _ * 9 


And, since you are too great to be beloy'd, 
Be greater, greater yet, and be ador'd. 


Nu. These are the words which I must only hear 
From Bertran's mouth ; they should displease from you ; 


I say they should ; but women are $o vain 
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To like the love, though they despise the lover. 
Yet, that I may not send you from my sight 
In absolute despair I pity you. 
Tor. Am l then pity'd ! I have liv'd enough! 
Death, take me in this moment of my joy ; 
But when my $oul is plung'd in long oblivion, 
Spare this one thought, let me remember ; ity ; 
And, $0 deceiv*d, think all my life was bless'd. 
24. What if I add a little to my alms ? 
Tf that would help, I could cast in a tear 
To your misfortunes, 
Tor. A tear? you have 0 erbid all my / past sufferings, 
And all my future too !. 
24, Were I no QUECN——— 
Or you of royal blood—— RD, 
Tor. What have I lost by my forefathers fault ! 
Why was not I the twentieth by descent | 
| From a long restive race of droning kings ? 
Love, what a poor omnipotence hast thou, 
| When gold and titles buy thee ? 
2u. [Sighs.] O, my torture! 
Tor. Might I presume, but, oh, I dare not t hope 
That $sigh was added to your alms for me ! 
| 2a. I give you leave to guess, and not forbid you 
To make the best construftion for your love. 
| Be $ecret and discreet ; these fairy favours 
Are lost when not conceal'd ;—provoke not Bertran— 
Retire : 1 must no more but this —Hope, Torrismond. 
[Exit. 
Tor. She bids me hope; Oh, Heay' ns, che pities me |! 
And pity still foreruns approaching love, | 
As lightning does the thunder ! Tune your harps, 
Ye angels, to that sound ; and thou, my heart, 
" 
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Make room to entertain thy flowing joy. 


Hence all my griefs and every anxious care ; 759 
One word, and one kind glance, can cure despair. [Exit. 


_ SCENE 111. 


| A chamber, 4 table and wine et out. 
Enter Loxenzo. 
Lor. This may hit, 'tis more than barely possible : for 


| fryars have free admittance into every house. This Jacobin, 


whom I have sent to, is her confessor ; and who can suspeCt 
a man of $uch reverence for a pimp ? Ill try for once ; Þll 


bribe him high ; for commonly none love money better than 


they who have made a vow of poverty. 


Enter Servant. TY 
Serv. 'There's a huge, fat, religious gentleman coming up, 
Sir ; he says he's but a fryar, but he's big enough to be a 


pope; his gills are as rosy as a turkey-cock's ; his great belly 


walks in $state before him like a harbinger;z and his gouty. 


| legs come Rmping after it ; never was Such a tun of devotion 


SEEN. 
Lor. Bring him in, and vanish. | | [EBxit. 


Enter Father Dow INI CK. 


Welcome, father, | 

Dom, Peace be here: I thought I had been sent for to a 
dying man, to have fitted him for another world. 

Lor, No, faith, father, I was never for taking ach long 
journies. Repose yourself, I beseech you, sir, if those spin- 
dle legs of yours will carry you to the next chair. 780 

Dem. I am old, I am infirm, I must confess, with fasting. 
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Lor. *Tis a sign by your wan complexion, and your thin 
jowls, father. Come, to our better acquaintance : here's a 


Sovereign remedy for old age and sorrow. [ Drinks, 
Dom. The looks of it are indeed alluring : Pl do you rea-- 
SON. | [Prinks, 


Lor. Is it to your palate, father? 
Dom. Second thoughts, they $ay, are best : Pl consider of 
it once again. | Dr:aks.)] It has a most delicious flavour with 
| it. 'Gad forgive me, I have forgotten to drink your health, 
s0n, I am not used to be s0 unmannerly. [Drinks again. 
Lor. No, I'll be $worn, by what I see of you, you are not. 
To the bottom, I warrant him, a 'true churchman. - Now, | 
father, to our business, *tis agreeable to your calling ; I in- 
tend to do an a& of charity. 
Dom. And I love to hear of charity: 'tis a comfortable 
subjeC. 
 _ Lor, Being in the late battle, in | great hazard of my life, 
1 recommended my person to good St. Dominick. 
| Dom. You could not have pitched upon a better : he's a 
Sure card : I never knew him fail his votarics. 801 
p Lor. Troth, I e'en made bold to strike up a bargain with 
him, that, if I 'scaped with life and plunder, 1 would pre- 
Sent some brother of his order with part of the booty taken 
from the infidels, to be employed in charitable uses. 
Dom. "There you hit him ; St. Dominick loves charity ex- 
ceedingly ; that argument never fails with him. 
Lor. The spoils were mighty ; and I scorn to wrong him 
of a farthing. To make $hort of my story, I enquired among 
the Jacobins for an almoner, and the General has pointed 
out your reverence as the worthiest man: here are fifty 
Pleces 1n this purse. | 
Dom, How! fifty pieces? *tis too much, too much in con- 
SCIence. | 
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Lor. Here, take them, father. nj BI 
Dem, No, in troth, I dare not : do not tempt me to break 


my vow of poverty 
Lor, If you are modest, I must force you; for I am 


_ $trongest. | | 819 


Dom. Nay, if you eornphc me, there's no contending ; 3 but 


| will you set your strength against a decrepid, poor, old man ? 


[Takes the purse.) As | said, *tis too great a bounty ? But St. 
Dominick $hall owe you another 'scape ; Pl put him in mind. 
of you. | 

_ Lor. If you please, father, we will not trouble him till the 
next battle. But you may do me a greater kindness, by con- 


_ veying my prayers to a female saint. 


Dom. A female $aint ! good now, good now, how your 


 devotions Jump with mine! I always loved "— female 


'saints. - £-F 

Ler. I mean a female, mortal, eried emin 5aint. | 
Look upon the superscription of this note; you know Don 
Gomez's wife. | | [ Giwes him a letter. 

Dom. Who, Donna Elvira? I think I have some reason ; I 
am her ghostly father. TR 
| Lor. T have some business of importance with her, which 
1I have communicated in this paper; but her husband is $0 
horribly given to be jealous. _ 

Dom, Ho, jealous ! he's the very quintessence of jealousy : 
he keeps no male creature in his-house ; and from abroad he 
lets no man come near her. Ds 841 

Lor. Excepting you, father. 

' Dom. Me, I grant you: I am her direQor and her guide 
in spiritual affairs. But he has his humours with me too ; 

for t'other day, he called me false apostle.. 
Lor. Did he $0 ? that refle&s- upon you all ; on my word, 
father, that touches your copyhold, If you would do a me- 
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ritorious ;"aQion; you might revenge the church's quarrel. 
My letter, father. 

- Dom. Well, $0 far as a letter, I will take upon me; for 

what can I refuse to a man $0 charitably given ? 

Lor. If you bring an answer back, that purse in your hand 
| has a twin-brother, as like him as ever he can look ; there 
are fifty pieces lie dormant in it, for more charities. 

Dom. That must not be : not a farthing more, upon my . 
priesthood. But what may be the purport and meaning of 
_ this letter ; that, I confess, a little troubles me. 

Lor. No harm, I warrant you. 858 
Dom. Well, you are a charitable man ? and I'll take your 

_ word : my comfort is, I know not the contents; and so far 
I am blameless. But an answer you $hall have ; though not 
_ for the sake of your fifty pieces more : I have sworn not to 
take them, they $shall not be altogether fifty : your mistress 
—forgive me that I should call her your mistress, I meant 
_ Elvira, lives but at next door: I'll visit her immediately T7 
| but not a word more of the nine and forty pieces. 

Lor. Nay, I'll wait on you down stairs. Fifty pounds for 
the postage of a letter ! to send by the church is certainly 
the dearest road in Christendoms _ [ Exeunt, 


pI 
—_—_—— 


SCENE IV. 


A Chamber. Enter GOMEZ and ELVIRa. - 
Gem. Henceforth I banish flesh and wine : I'll have none | 
Stirring within these walls these twelve months. 
El, I care not; the sooner I am $tarved, the Sooner I am 
rid of wedlock. I shall learn the knack to fast a days : you 
have used me to fasting nights already, 
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Gem. How the gipsey answers me ! Oh, 'tis a most noto- 
rious hilding. 
_ Ele. [Crying.] But was ever poor innocent creature $0 
hardly dealt with, for a little harmless chat ? __ - 880 
Gom. © Oh, the impudence of this wicked sex !” Lasci- 
_ vious dialogues are innocent chat with you © | 
Ele. Was it such a crime to enquire how the battle 
passed ? | 

Gom. But that was not the business, gentlewoman z you 
were not asking news of a battle passed ; you were engaging 
for a skirmish that was to come. | ; 

 Elv. An honest woman would be glad to hear, that her 
honour was safe, and her enemies were slain. | | 

 Gom. | In her tone.) And to ask, if he were wounded in 
your defence; and, in case he were, to offer yourself to be 
his surgeon ; then you did not describe your husband to him, 
for a covetous, jealous, rich, old hunks. 

Elv. No, I need not :* he describes himself cufficientl: 
but, in what dream did I do this ? 

Gem. You walked ,in your sleep, with your eyes broad 
open, at noon-day; and dreamed you were talking to the 
foresaid purpose with one colonel Hernando—— 

Elv. Who, dear husband, who ? 

Gem. What the devil have I said ? You would have farther 
ping would you! gol 

Ev. No, but my dear, little old r man, tell me now ; that 
_ 1 may avoid him for your sake. 

Gom. Get you up into your chamber, cockatrice; and 
there immure yourself : be confined, I say, during our royal 
pleasure : but first, down on your marrowbones, upon your 
allegiance, and make an acknowledgement of your offences 3 ; 
for I will have ample ratitaftion. | 
[ Pulls ber down. 
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El. I have done you no injury, and therefore I'll make 


you no submission : but I'll complain to my ghostly father. 

 Gom, Ay; there's your remedy: when you receive condign 
_ punishment, you run with open mouth to your confessor 3 
that parcel of holy guts and garbage : he must chuckle you 


| and moan you: but TY rid pd hands of his ghostly _—_ : 


one © day, 
: Enter Dom1xiCck. 
and make him know he's the son of a == Sees him. ] S0z 
——No Sooner conjure, but the devil's in the circle. 
Dom. Son of what, Don Gomez. 


Gom. Why, a son of a church ; I m_ there's no harm in 
that, father ? El, 920 


Dom. I will lay up your words for you till time $hall serve ; 


and to-morrow I enjoin you to fast, for penance. 

 Gom. [Aride.) There's no harm in that; she Shall faxe 
too; fasting saves money. 

Dom. [To Elvira.) What was the reason that I found you 
upon your knees, in that unseemly posture ? 
Gom. [| Asige.) Oh, horrible ! to find a woman upon her 
knees, he says, in an unseemly Je ; there's a | priest for 
you T' 

Ele. [To Dom. ] I wish, father, you would give me an 


opportunity of entertaining you in private: I have somewhat 


upon my $pirits that presses me exceedingly. | 

Dom. | Aside.] This goes well : Gomez, stand you at a di- 
Stance, —farther yet,—stand out of ear-chot—1 have Some» 
what to say to your wife in private. 


| Gom, [ Aside.) Was ever man thus priest ridden ? Would 


the $teeple of his church were in his belly: I am sure there's 
room for it. 


 t#e.1am ashamed | to acknonledge my infirmities ; ; but 


/ 
: 
' 
| 
| 
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you have been always an indulgent father ; ; and therefore I 
will venture to—and yet I dare not. | 941. 
Dom. Nay, if you are bashful ; if you keep your wound 
from the knowledge of your surgeon. 
 Elv. You know my husband is 2 man in years; but he's 


my husband, and therefore I shall be silent ; but his hu- 


mours are more intolerable than his age: he's grown $0 for- 
ward, $0 covetous, and $0 jealous, that he has turned my_ 
heart quite from him; and, if 1 durst confess it, has forced 


me to cast my affe&tions on another man. 


Dom. Good !—— hold, hold; I meant ADOMUNADIe. moons 
Pray, Heaven, this be my colonel. > [ Aside. 

 Elv. I have seen this man, father ; and have encouraged 
his addresses, he's a young gentleman, a soldier of a most 
winning carriage 3 and what his courtship may produce at 
last, I know not ; but 1 am afraid of my own frailty. 

Dom. | Aside.) *Tis he for certain: she has saved the cre- 
dit of my function, by Speaking first ; now I must take gra- 


'vity upon me. 


Gom. | Aside.] This whiaperiog bodes me no good for cer- 


| tain; but he has me $0 plaguily under the lash, gt I dare 


not interrupt him. $61 
Dom. Daughter, daughter, do you remember your matri- 
monial vow ? | 
Elv. Yes, to my sorrow, PRIN I do remember it; a mi- 


Serable woman it has made me : but you know, father, a 


marriage vow 1s but a thing of course, which all women take, 
when they would get a husband. 

Dom. A vow 1s a very solemn thing; and it is good to keep 
it :—but, notwithstanding, it may be broken upon some oc- 
casions. Have you striven with all your might against this 


frailty ? 


Ele. Yes, I have Striven : but I found it was s against the 
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Stream. Love, you know, father, is a great vow maker ; 
but he's a greater vow breaker. 

Dom. *Tis your duty to strive always : but, notwithstand- 
ing, when we have done our utmost, it extenuates the sin. 

\ Gem. I can hold no longer—Now, gentlewoman, you are 
confessing your enormities ; I know it, by that hypocritical, 
down-cast look: enjoin her to sit bare upon a bed of nettles, | 
father; you can do no less in conscience. = 

Dom. Hold your'peace ; are you growing malapert? Will 
| you force me to make use of my authority? Your wife's a 

well-disposed and a virtuous lady 3 3 I say it, verbo SACEY - 
dotis, | 

Elv. I know not what to do, father ; I find myself in a 
most desperate condition ; and $0 is | the colonel for ove of 
me. 

Dem. The colonel, Say you ! I wish it be not the same 
young gentleman I know; *tis a gallant young man, I must 
confess, worthy of any lady's love in Christendom; in a 
lawful way, I mean: of such a charming behaviour, so be- 
witching to a woman's eye ; and furthermore, so charitably 
_ given ; by all good tokens, this must be my colonel Her- | 
nando. | | 

Elv. Ay, and my Colonel too, father: 1 am overjoyed; 
and are you then acquainted with him ? 

Dom. Acquainted with him ! Why, he haunts me up ad 
down ; and, I am afraid it is for love of you ; for he pressed 
a letter upon me, within this hour, to deliver to you : I con- 
fess, I reccived it, lest he should send it by some other ; but 
with full resolution never to put it into your hands, 1001 

Elv. Oh, dear father, let me have it, or I $hall die. 

Gem. Whispering $till! A pox of your close committee ! 
PII listen, I'm resolved. [ Steals nearer. 

Dom. Nay, if you are obstinately bent to See it, use "your 

SF NEO 
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discretion, but for my part, I wash my hands on't. What 


makes you listening there? Get farther off, I preach not to 
thee, thou wicked eves-dropper. 

Elv. Ill kneel down, father, as if I were taking absolu- 
tion, if you'll but please to stand before me. 

Dom, At your peril be it then. I have told you the ill 
consequences ; E& /iberavi animam meam.—Your reputation is 
in danger, to say nothing of your soul. Notwithstanding, 
when the $piritual means have been applied, and fail; in 
that case, the carnal may be used,— You are a tender child, 
you are ; and must not be put into despair : your heart is as 
Soft and melting as your hand. | Ze strokes her Rs takes 
her by the hand; and gives the letter. 


Gem. Hold, hold, father, you go beyond your commission ; 


palming is always held foul play amongst gamesters. 1019 


Dom. 'Thus good intentions are misconstrued by wicked 
men ; you will never be warned till you are excommunicated. 
Gom. [| Aside.] Ah, devil on him; there's his hold! if 


| there were no more in excommunication than the church's 


censure, a wise man would lick his conscience whole with a | 
wet finger ; but, if I am excommunicated, I am outlawed ; 
and then there's no calling in my money. 

Elv. [Rising.] I have read the note, father, and will send 
him an answer immediately ; ; for 1 know his lodging by his 
letter, 

Dem. 1 undervizid it not, for my part ; but I wish your 
intentions be honest, Remember, that adultery, though it 
be a silent sin, yet it is a crying sin also. Nevertheless, if 
you believe absolutely he will die, unless you' pity him, to 
Save a man's lite 1s a point of charity ; and aftions of charity 
do alleviate, as, I may $ay, and take off from the mortality 


_ of the vin, Farewel, daughter=Gomez, cherish your vir- 


tuous wite; and thereupon I give you my benediCtion. [ Going. 
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Goms. Stay; I'll condu@ you to the door, that I may be _ 
_ $ure you steal nothing by the way. - Fryars wear not their 
long sleeves for nothing. —Oh, it is a Judas Iscariot. 1040 
[ Exit after the Fryar. 
Elv. This fryar is a comfortable man ! He will understand 

| nothing of the business, and yet does it all. 
Pray, wives and virgins, at your time of need, OED 
For a true guide, of my good father's breed. [Exit. 


ACT II. SCENE I. 


The Street. Enter Lorenzo in a F ryar”s habit, following 
_ Dominick. 


| Lorenzo. 
 Farnuzsx Dominick, father Dominick ! Why in such haste, 
man? __ EE | PI 
Dom. It should seem a brother of our order, 
Lor. No, faith, I am only your brother in | iniquity ; z my 
holiness, like yours, is mere outside. 

Dem. What! my noble Colonel in metamorphoxis ! ! On 
what occasion are you $o transformed ? 
Lor. Love; almighty love; that which turned Jupiter into 
a town-bull, has transformed me into a fryar : I have had a 

letter from Elvira, in answer to that I sent by you. 
Dom. You $ee I have delivered my message faithfully ; 1 

am a fryar of honour where I am engaged. 
| Ler. Oh, I understand your hint; the other fifty pieces 
are ready to be condemned to charity. _ 
Dom. But this habit, son, this habit ! 1059 
Lor. ”Tis a habit, that in all ages has been friendly to for- 
nication : you have begun the design in this cloathing, and 
Þ'll try to accomplish it. 'The husband is absent ; that evil 
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counseller is removed ; and the Sovereign is graciousl dis- 


posed to hear my grievances. 


Dem. Go to; go to; I find good counzel is but thrown 
away upon you : fare you well, fare you well, son! ah— 
Lor. How! will you turn recreant at the last cast? You 


| must along to countenance my undertaking : we are at the 


door, man, 

Dem. Well, I have "ing on't, and I will not go. 
 Lor. You may stay, father; but no fifty pounds without 
it; that was only. promis'd in the bond : but the condition 
of this obligation is euch, that if the above-named father, fa- 
ther Dominick, do not well and faithfully perform— 

Dem. Now I better think on't, I will bear you company ; 


| for the reverence of my presence may be a curb to your ex- 


orbitances, | ' 1078 
Lor. Lead up your myrmidon, and enter.  [Excunt, 


Enter EL.vIRa in her chamber. 


Elv. He'll come, that's certain ; young appetites are Sharp, 
and seldon1 need twice bidding to such a banquet. Well, if 
] prove frail, as I hope I <hall not, till I have compassed my 
design, never woman had such a husband to provoke her, 


Such a lover to allure her, or such a conſcssor to absolve her ! 
_« Of what am I afraid, then? Not my conscience, that's 


« $safe enough; my ghostly father has given it a dose of 
« church opium to Jull it. Well, for soothing sin, Pll say 
« that for him, he's S Aa chaplain for any court in Chris- 
« tendom.” | 


- 


Enter LORENZO and DOMINICK., 


' Oh, father Dominick, what news ? How, a companion with 


you ! What game have you in hand, that you hunt in 
couples ? 
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| Lor. [Lifting up his hood.) T'll shew you that immediately. 

Ev. Oh, my love! 
 Lor, My life! | | 
 Elv. My s0ul ! | | [T hey embrace, 

Dom. 1 am taken on the sudden with a grievous swimming 
in my head, and such a mist before my eyes, that 1 can nei- 
ther hear nor see. Fl 1101. 

Els. Stay, and Il fetch you some comfortable water. 

| Dom. No, no, nothing but the open air will do me good. 
I'll take a turn in your garden ; but remember that I trust 

| you both, and do not wrong my good opinion of you. | Exit. 

Elv. This is cartainly the dust of gold which you have 
thrown in the good man's eyes, that on the sudden he cannot 
see ; for my mind misgives me, this Sickness of his is but 
apocryphal. 
 Lor. ”Tis no qualm of conscience, oi be «worn. You ee, 
madam, ?tis interest governs all the world. He preaches 
against sin ; why ? Because $0 nefich more 1s bidden for his 
Silence, | 

Elo. And s0 much for the fryar. 

Ler. Oh, those eyes of yours reproach me justly, that I ne- 
gle& the subje& which brought me hither. 

Elv. Do you consider the hazard I have run to 5ee you 
here ? If you do, methinks it should inform you, that I love 
not at « common rate, oe 1118 
| Lor. Nay, if you talk of considering, let us consider why 
we are alone, Do you think the fryar left us together to tell 


beads ? Love is a kind of penurious god, very niggardly of 


his opportunities : he must be watched like a hard-hearted 
treasurer ; for he bolts out on the sndden, and if you take 
him not in the nick, he vanishes in a twinkling. 

 Elv. Why do you make such haste to have done loving 
me? * You men are like watches, wound up for striking 
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« twelve immediately ; but, after you are satisfied, the very 
«« next that follows, is the solitary sound of single one.” 

& Lor, How, madam ! do you invite me toa feast and then 
preach abstinence ? 

« Elv. No, I invite you to a feast where the dishes are 
 « Served up in order. You are for making a hasty meal, 
_ © and for chopping up your entertainment like a hungry 
\« clown. Trust my Ps «THE good Colonel, and call 
_* not for your desert too s0o0n.?* Believe me, that which 
comes last, as it is the sweetest, $0 it cloys the soonest. 

Lor. 1 perceive, madam, by your holding me at this dis- 
tance, that there is $0mewhat you expe from me. What am 
I to undertake or suffer, ere I can be happy ? | 
_ Ele. I must first be satisfied that you love me. I 140 ; 

Lor. By all that's holy, by these dear eyes— «© = 

Elv. Spare your oaths and protestations, I know you 
gallants of the time have a mint at your war. wo s end, to 
coin them. | : 

Lor. You know you cannot marry me ; but, by heavens, 
if you were in a condition— 

Elv. Then you would not be so prodigal of your promises, 
but have the fear of matrimony before your eyes. In few 
words, if you love me, as you profess, deliver me from this 
bondage, take me out of Egypt, and Ill wander with you, as 
far as earth, and seas, and love can carry us. | 

Lor. I never was out at a mad frolic, though this is the 
maddest I ever undertook. Have with you, lady mine, I 
take you at your word ; and if you are for a merry jaunt, 
I'll try for once who can foot 1t farthest. There are hedges 
in summer, and barns in winter to be found : 1 with my 
knapsack, and you with your bottle at your back. We'll 
leave honour to madmen, and riches to knaves; and travel 
till we come to the ridge of the world, ang then drop to- | 

gotkey. into the next. 1160 


" as 
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Elv. Give me your hand, and strike a bargain. 
[ He takes her hand, and kisses it. 
Lor. In Sign and token whereof, the parties interchange- 
| ably, and $0 forth——When $hould I be weary of sealing 
upon this soft wax ? | | 


Ely. Oh, heavens 1 ! 1 hear my husband's voice, 


Enter Gomez. 


Gem. Where are you gentlewoman ? There's something in 
| the wind, Pm sure; because your woman would have run up 
$tairs before me ; but I haye secured her below, with a gag 
in her chops——Now, in the devil's name, what makes this 
fryar here again ? I do not like these frequent conjun&tions . 
of the flesh and the spirit; they are boding. | 

_ Elv. Go hence, good father ; my husband, you see, is in 
an ill humour, and I would not have you witness of his folly. 

| LHIELES goings 

 Goms. [ Runxing to the door.) By your reverence's favour, 
hold a little; I must examine you something better before 
you go. Hey-day !. who have we here ? father Dominick is 
$hrunk in the wetting two yards and a half about the belly. 
' what are become of those two timber-logs, that he used to 
wear for legs, that stood strutting like the two black posts be- 
fore a door? I am afraid some bad body has been setting him 
over a fire in a great cauldron, and boiled him down half the 
quantity for a receipt. This is no father Dominick, no 
huge over-grown abbey-lubber; this is but a diminutive 
Sucking fryar. © As sure as a gun, now, father Dominick 
« has been spawning this young slender Antichrist.” 1185 

Elv. [ Aside.] He will be found out; there” s no owe: 
vention |! 


Gom. "Why does he not speak ? What, is the fryar PoS- 
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Sessed with a dumb devil? If he be, I Shall make bold to 
conjure him. E 

Elv. He is but a novice in his order, and is enjoined Silence. 
for a penance. 

Gom. A novice, quoth-a! you would make a novice of me 
too, if you could. But what 1s his business here ? Answer 
me that, gentlewoman, answer me that. 
Elv. What should it be, but to give me some s$piritual in- 

Structions ? | 
Gom. Very good! Tu you are likely t to edify much from a 
dumb preacher. "This will not pass ; I must examine the. 
| contents of him a little closer. Oh, thou confessor, confess 
who thou art, or thou art no fryar of this world! 1201 
[He comes to Lorenzo, who struggles with him; his habit 
| flies open, and discovers a «word ; Gomez 5starts back. 
As I live, this is a manifest member of the church militant ! 

Lor. | Aside.)] | am discovered—now impudence be my re- | 
fuge—Yes, faith, *tis I, honest Gomez. Thou seest I use 
thee like a friend. This is a familiar visit. | 

Gom. What, Colonel Hernando turned fryar ! Who could 
have suspetted you of s0 much godliness ? 

 Lor. Ev'n as thou seest, I make bold here. 

Gom. A very frank manner of proceeding ! But I do not 
wonder at your visit, after so friendly an invitation as I made 
you. Marry, I hope yow'll excuse the blunderbusses for not 
being in readiness to salute you; but let me know your hour, 
and all shall be mended another time. Er 

Lor. Hang it, I hate such ripping up old unkindness. I 
was upon the frolic this evening, and came to visit thee. in 
masquerade. 

Gom. Very likely : and not anding me at home, you were 
| forced to toy away an hour with my wife, or $0. 
 Lor, Right; thou speakest my very soul. 1219 
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Gem. Why, am not I a friend, then, to help you out ? you 
would have been fumbling half an hour for this excuse. 
But, as I renember, you promised to storm my citadel, and 
bring your regiment of red locusts upon me, for free quar- 
ter : I find, Colonel, by your habit, there are black locusts in 
the world, as well as red. 

_ Ele. [ Aside.) When comes my Share of the reckoning to 
be called for? © - 

| Lor, Give me thy hand, thou art the honestest kind man 
—T was resolved I would not go out of the house till I had 
Seen thee. | 

Gom. No, in my conscience, if I had staid abroad till mid- 
night. But, Colonel, you and I $hall talk in another tone 
hereafter; I mean, in cold friendship, at a bar before a 
judge, by way of plaintiff and defendant. Your excuses 
want some grains to make them current : hum and haw will 
not do the business. There's a modest lady of your acquain=- 


tance: she has s0 much grace to make none at all, but _ 


Silently to confess the power of dame Nature working in her 
body to youthful appetite. 
Elv. How he got in I know not, unless it were : by virtue 


_ of his habit. _ | oo IT 

' Gom, AY, ay, the virtues of that habit are known abund- 
antly. 

Elo. 1 could not hinder his entrance ; for he took. me une 
provided. 


Gom. To resist him, 

Elv. I'm sure he has not been here aboye a quarter of an 
hour. | 
Gem. And a quarter of that time would have served thy 
turn. Oh, thou epitome of thy virtuous sex ! Madam Mes- 
Salina the second, retire to thy apartment ; I have an assigna- 
_ tion there to make with thee. 

| ay 
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Elv. I am all obedience. [ Exit. 
Lor. I find, Gomez, you are not the man 1 thotight you. 
We may meet before we come to the bar, we may; and our 
differences may be decided by other weapons than by lawyers? 
tongues, In the mean time, no ill treatment of your wife, 
as you hope to die a natural death, and go to hell in your 
bed. Bilbo is the word ; remember that, and tremble 
| | [He is going out. 


Enter Dominic. | 


Dom, Where is this naughty couple ? Where are you,. in 
the name of goodness ? My mind misgave me, and I durst 
wg you no longer by yourselves. Here will be fine work, 

I'm afraid, at your next confession ! 7" BW0Y 

Lor. [ Aside.] "The devilis cunudL I see: he has paid me 
the shame he owed me; ; and now the fryar i is coming in for 
his part too, 

| Dom. | Seeing Gom.] Bless my eyes! what do I see ? EI. 

Gom. Why, you see a cuckold of this honest gentleman's s 
making, 1 thank him for his pains. | 

Dom. I confess, I am astonish'd! 

Gom, What, at a cuckoldom of your own triad t 
your head-piece and his limbs have done my business—Nay, 
do not look $0 strangely : remember your own words : Here | 
will be fine work at your next confession ! What naughty 
couple were they, whom you durst not trust together any 
longer, when the hypocritical rogue had trusted them a full 
quarter of an hour? And, by the ways horns will prout in 
less time than mushrooms. 

Dom. Beware how you accuse one of my order upon light 
SUSpicions. The naughty couple that I meant, were your 
wife and you, whom I left together with great animosities on 
both sides. Now, that was the occasion, mark me, Gomez, 
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that I thought it convenient to return again, and not to trust 
your enraged $pirits too long together. You might have 
broken out into revilings and matrimonial warfare, which are 
Sins ; and new sins make work for new confess1ons. 

Lor, [ Aside.] Well Said, Yfaith, fryar ; thou art come off 
thyself, but poor 1 am left in limbo. —_ 

Gom. Angle in some other ford, good father ; you Shall 
catch no gudgeons here. Look upon the prisoner at the 
bar, fryar, and inform the court what you know concerning 
him : he 1s LETOITE. here by the name of Colonel Her- 
nando. | | | 1293 
| Dom, What colonel do you mean, ' Gomez? I ee no man, 

but a reverend brother of our order, whose profession I ho- 
' nour, but whose person I know not, as I hope for Paradise. 

Gem. No, you are not acquainted with him; the more's 
the pity ; you do not know him under this SM for the 
_ greatest cuckold-maker in all Spain. 

Don. Oh, impudence : | Oh, rogue! Oh, villain | =——Nay, 
if he be such a man, my righteous $pirit rises at him ! Does | 
he put on holy garments, for a cover-shame of lewdness ? 

Gem. Yes, and he's in the right on't, father : when a 
Swingeing sin is to be committed, nothing will cover it s0 
close as a fryar's hood; for there the devil plays at bo-peep, 
| puts out his horns to do a mischief, and then $shrinks them 
back for safety, like a snail into her shell. 

Lor. [ Aside.) It's best marching off while I can | retreat 
with honour. There's no trusting this fryar's conscience ; 
he has renounced me already more heartily than he eer did 
the devil, and is in a fair way of prosecuting me for putting 
on these holy robes. ** This is the old church-trick : the 
« clergy is ever at the bottom of the plot ; but they are wise 
« enough to slip their own necks out of the collar, and leave 
* the laity to be fairly hanged for it.” [Exit Lor, 
| Gom, Follow your leader, fryar; your colonel is trooped 
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off; but he had not gone 50 easily, if I durst have trusted 
you in the house behind him. Gather up your gouty legs, 
I say, and rid my house of that huge body of divinity. 

Dom. 1 expe&t some judgment $should fall upon you, for 
your want of reverence to your spiritual diretor. Slander, 
covetousness, and jealousy, will weigh thee down. 1322 

Gem. Put pride, hypocrisy, and gluttony into your scale, 
father, and you shall weigh against me : nay, if sins come to | 
be divided once, the clergy puts In for nine parts, and scarce 
| leaves the laity a tithe. 

Dom. How darest thou reproach the tribe of Levi? 

Gem. Marry, because you make us laymen of the tribe of 
Issachar. You make asses of us, to bear your burdens. 
When we are young, you put panniers upon us with your 
church discipline ; and when we are grown up, you load us 
with a wife ; after that, you procure for other men, and then 
you Joad our wives too. A fine phrase you have amongst 
you to draw us into marriage : you call it settling of a man ; 
just as when a fellow has got a sound knock upon the head, 
you say he is settled—marriage 1s a settling blow indeed,— 
They say every thing in the world is good for something, as 
a toad, to suck up the venom of the earth; bur I never 


knew what a fryar was good for, till your pimping Shew- 
ed me. 1340 

Dom. 'Thou $halt answer for this, thou Slanderer ! Thy 
offences be upon thy head. | 


Gom. I believe there are some offences there of your 
planting. | , [Exit Dom. 
Lord, Lord, that men should have sense enough to et 
Snares 1n their warrens to catch pole- cats and foxes ! And 
Yet —— | 

Want wit a \ priest-trap at their door to lay, - 
For holy vermin that in houses prey. [ Exit, 
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SCENE 11. 


A Palace. Queen and TERESA. 


|  Teresa, 
You are not what you were since yesterday ; 
Your food forsakes you, and your needful rest ; 
You pine, you languish, love to be alone ; 
Think much, speak little, and, in speaking, sigh, 


When you see Torrismond, you are unquiet ; 


\ But when you see him not, you are in pain. 
2Y. Oh, let them never love, who never try'd ! 
They brought a paper to me to be sign'd ; 
Thinking on him, I quite forgot my name, 
And writ, for Leonora, 'Torrismond. 
«« I went to bed, and to myselt I thought _ 
« 'That I would think on Torrismond no more ; 
« Then $shut my eyes, but could not shut out him. 


"WY turn'd, and try*'d each corner of my bed, 


« To find if sleep were there, but sleep was lost. 
« Fev'rish for want of rest, I rose, and walk*d, 
« And, by the moonshine, to the windows went; 
_« 'There thinking to exclude him from my thoughts.” 
I cast my eyes upon the neighbouring fields, 
And, ere I was aware, sigh'd to myselt, 
There fought my Torrismond, 
Ter. What hinders you to take the man you love ? 
The people will be glad, the soldiers shout, 
And Bertran, tho” repining, will be aw'd, 
« 2,, I fear to try new love ; 
« As boys to venture on the unknown ice, 
* "That crackles underneath them when they slide, 
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« Oh, how $hall I describe this growing ill! 
 « .Betwixt my doubt and love, methinks I stand 
« Falt'ring, like one that waits an ague-fit : . 
« And yet, would this were all ! 1380 
« Ter, What fear you more ? | 
«& 24, I am asham'd to say; *tis but a fancy. 
«« At break of day, when dreams, they say, are true, 
« A drowsy slumber, rather than a sleep, 
_ « Seiz'd on my senses, with long watching worn. 
« Methought I stood on a wide river's bank, 
« Which I must needs o'erpass, but knew not how; 
 « When, on a sudden, Torrismond appear*'d, 
« Gave me his hand, and led me lightly o'er, 
« Leaping and bounding on the billows heads, 
« ?Till safely we had reach'd the farther shore. 
& Ter, "This dream portends some 1ull which you Shall 
Ne _ *$cape. | 
« Would you see fairer visions, take, this night, 
« Your Torrismond within your arms to sleep ; 
« And, to that end, invent some apt pretence 
« To break with Bertran. *Twould be better yet, 
« Could you provoke him, to give you th? occasion, 
* And then to throw him off.” 


Enter BekT RAN aft a distance. 


921, My stars have sent him ; 
For See, he comes. How gloomily he looks! 1400 
-If he, as 1 suspe&t, have found my love, 
His jealousy will furnish him with fury, 
And me with means to part. 
Bert. | Aside.] Shall I upbraid her ; ? Shall I call her false ? 
If $he be false, *tis what she most desires. 
My genius whispers me, be cautious, Bertran 
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Thou walk'st as on a narrow mountain's neck, 
A dreadful height with scanty room to tread, 
24. What bus*ness have you at the court, my lord ? 
Bert. What bus'ness, madam ! 
24. Yes, my lord, what bus'ness ? | 
?Tis somewhat sure of weighty consequence | 
That biings you here $0 often, and unsent for. G7 
Bert. [ Aide.) *Tis what I fear'd; her words are cold 
enough 
To freens a man to death——May I presume 
To $peak, and to complain ? 
24. They who complain to princes, think them tame, 
« What bull dares bellow, or what sheep dares bleat, 
_«« Within the lion's den ??? 
Bert. Yet men are sutffer'd to put Heav'n in mind 1420 
Of promis'd blessings ; for they then are debts. 
24. My lord, Heav'n knows its own time when to give ; ; 
| But you, it seems, charge me with breach of faith. 
Bert. I hope I need not, madam. 
But as when men in sickness ling'ring lie, 
They count the tedious hours by months and years, 
So every day deferr*d, to dying lovers, 
Is a whole age of pain. 
24. What if I ne*er consent to make you mine ? | 
My father's promise ties me not to time; 
And bonds without a date, they Say, are void, 
| Bert. Far be it from me to believe you bound: 
Love is the freest motion of our minds; _ 
Oh, could you see into my secret soul, 
There you might read your own dominion doubled, 
Both as a queen and mistress ! If you leave me, 
Know, I can die, but dare not be displeas'd. 
24. Sure yon affeR stupidity, my lord, 
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' Or give me cause to think, that when you lost 
Three battles to the Moors, you coldly Stood 1440 
As unconcern'd as now. 

Bert. 1 did my best ; 
Fate was not in my power. 
24, And with the like tame gravity you saw 
A raw young warrior take your baffled work, 
And end it at a blow. 
Bert. 1 humbly take my leave; but they who blast 
Your good opinion of me, may have cause 
To know I am no coward. |\ _ [ He is going. 
24. Bertran, stay 
[ A5ide.] This may produce some Heninl consequence 

To him whom dearer than my life I love. 

_ [To him.] Have I not manag'd my contrivance well, 
To try your love, and make you doubt of mine ? 

Bert. 'Then was it but a trial ? | 

| Methinks I start as from some dreadful dream, | 
And often ask myself if yet I wake. | 
[ 45ide.] This turn's too quick to be without design : 
PII sound the bottom of *t, ere I believe. | 

2, I find your love, and would reward it too; 1460 
But anxious fears solicit my weak breast. 7 
I fear my people's faith, 

That hot-mouth'd beast that bears against the curb, 
Hard to be broken even by lawful kings, 
But harder by usurpers. 

| Judge, then, my lord, with all these cares oats; 

If I can think of love ! 
Bert. Believe me, madam, 
These jealousies, however large they spread, 

Have but one root, the old imprison'd king, 
Whose lenity first pleas'd the gaping crowd : 
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But when long try*d, and found supinely good, 
Like Zsop's log, they leap'd upon his back, 
Your father knew them well, and when he mounted, 
| He rein'd them strongly, and he spurr'd them hard; 
And, but he durst not do it all at ance, 
He had not left alive this patient saint, 
This anvil of affronts, <* but sent him hence, 
&« 'To hold a peaceful branch of palm above, 
« And hymn it in the choir.” 1480 
24. You've hit upon the very string, which, touch'd, 
_ Echoes the sound, and jars within my $qul : 
There lies my grief, 
Bert. So long as there's a head, 
Thither will all the mounting $pirits fly ; 
Lop that but off, and then— 
24. My virtue shrinks from such an horrid a&, 
Bert, This *tis to have a virtue out of scason, 
« Mercy is good, a very good dull virtue; _ 
« But kings mistake its timing, and are mild 
« When manly courage bids them be severe.” 
Better be cruel once, than anxious ever. 
Remove this threat*ning danger from your crown, 
And then securely take the man you love, 
2. [Yalking acide.] Ha! let me think of that=the man 
T love! | 
"Tis true, this murder is the only means 
'That can secure my throne to Torrismond ; 
Nay, more, this execution done by Bertran, 
Makes him the object of the people's hate, 
Bert. [ 45ide.]) The more $he thinks, *twill work the 
_$tronger in her. 1500 
24. | Adide.) How eloquent is mischief to persuade ! 
Few are $0 wicked as to take delight 
py | . 
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Tn crimes unprofitable ; nor do [. 

If then I break divine and human laws, 

No bribe but love could gain $o bad a cause. 

Bert, You answer nothing. 
2%. *Tis of deep concernment, 

And I a woman 1gnorant and weak. 

I leave it all to you: think, what you to, 

You do for him I love. 

| Bert. | Asige.)] For him $he loves ! 
She nam'd nor me ; that may be 'Torrismond, 
Whom s$he has thrice in private seen this day. 
Then I am finely caught in my own snare—— 
Pl! think again—— Madam, it shall be done; 
And mine be all the blame. _ | (Exit. 
2y. Oh, that it were ! I would not do this crime 

And yet, like Heaven, permit it to be done. 
_« The priesthood grossly cheat us with free-will; _ : 
« Will to do what, but what Heaven first decreed? 1520 
«« Our actions then are neither good nor ill, 
#« Since from eternal causes they proceed : 

« Qur passions, fear and anger, love and hate, 
«« Mcre senseless enpines that are moy'd by fate ; 
_ « Like $hips on stormy seas without a guide, 
« Tost by the winds, are driven by the tide.” 


Enter TORRISMOND. 

Tor, Am I not rudely bold, and prove. too often 
Into your pres2nce, madam ? If I am 

24. No more, lest I should chide you for your s$tay. 
Where have you been, and how could you suppose 
That I could live these two long hours without you ? 

Ter. Oh, words to charm an angel from his orb ! 
| Welcome as kindly showers to long-parch'd earth ! 
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But I have bcen in such a dismal place, 
Where joy ne'er enters, which the sun ne'er cheers, 
Bound in with darkness, overspread with damps ; ; 
Where I have seen (if I could say I saw) 
The good old king, majestic in his bonds, 
And midst his griefs most venerably great ? ST 
By a dim winking lamp, which feebly broke 1540 
The gloomy vapours, he lay stretch'd along | 
Upon th* unwholesome earth, his eyes fix*d upward ; 
And ever and anon a silent tear 
Stole down and trickled from his hoary beard, 
24, Oh, Heaven ! what have I done? My gentle love, 
Here end thy sad discourse ; and, for my sake, 
Cast off these fearful melancholy thoughts. 
_ Tor. My heart is wither'd at that piteous sight, 
As early blossoms are with eastern blasts. 
He sent for me, and while I rais'd my head, | 
He threw his aged arms about my neck ; | DI 
And, seeing that I wept, he press'd me close; 
So, leaning cheek to cheek, and eyes to eyes, 
We mingled tears in a dumb scene of sorrow. 
24, Forbear ; you know not how you wound my Soul. 
| Tor. Can you have grief, and not have pity too? 
He told me when my father did return, 
He had a wond”rous secret to disclose. 
He kiss*d me, bless*d me, nay, he call'd me, son ; | | 
He prais'd my courage; pray'd for my success ; I;560 
He was $0 true a father to his GUY, | F 
To thank me for defending ev*n his foes, 
Because they were his subje&ts. | | 
2%, If they be, then whatam 1? 
Tor. 'The sovereign of my soul, my earthly Heaven, 
We. And not your yonn.- 
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Tor. You are $0 beautiful, 

So wond” rous fair, you justify rebellion ; 

As if that faultless face could make no sin, 
But Heaven, with looking-on it, must forgive. 
21. The king must die, he must, my Torrismond : 
Though pity softly plead within my soul, 
Yet he must die, that I may make you great, 
And pive a crown in.dowry with my love. | 
Tor. Perish that crown, on any head but yours ! 
Oh, recolle& your thoughts ! 
Shake not his hour-glass, when his nts nnd 
Is ebbing to the last. | 
A little longer, yet a little longer, 
And nature drops him down without your sin, 1580 
_ Like mellow fruit without a winter storm. 
24, © Let me but do this one inyustice more :?? 
| His doom is past, and for your $sake he dies. 
Ter. Would you for me have done $0 1ll an act, 
And will not do a good one? 
Now, by your joys on earth, your hopes in Heaven, 
Oh, spare this great, this good, this aged king, N 
And spare your soul the crime ! | 
24, The crime's not mine; 
_ *®Twas farst propos'd, and must be done by Bertran, 
Fed with false hopes to gain my crown and me. 
I, do enhance his ruin, gave no leave ; 

But barely bade him think, and then resolve. 
Tor. In not forbidding, you command the crime. 
Think, timely think on the last dreadful day ; 

How will you tremble, there to stand expos'd, 

And foremost in the rank of guilty ghosts, 

That must be doom'd for murder ! Think on murder : 
That troop is plac'd apart from common crimes ; 
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'The damn'd themselves $tart wide, and shun that band, 

As far more black, and more forlorn than they. 1601 
21. *Tis terrible ; it shakes, it staggers me, | 

« T knew this truth, but 1 repell'd that thought. 

« Sure there is none but fears a future state : 

« And when the most obdurate swear they do not, 

« Their trembling hearts belie their boasting tongues.” 


Enter TERESA. 

Send speedily to Bertran ; charge him strialy 

Not to proceed, but wait my further pleasure. 
Ter. Madam, he sends to tell you, *tis perform'd. [Exit 
Tor. Ten thousand plagues consume him ! Furies 0 

MT - | 

Fiends tear him ! Blasted be the arm that struck, 

The tongue that order'd ! only she be spar'd, 

That hinder'd not the deed ! Oh, where was then | 

The power that guards the sacred lives of kings ? 

Why slept the lightning and the thunder-bolts, 

Or bent their idle rage on fields and trees, 

When vengeance calPd them here? | 
24, Sleep that thought too. 

"Tis done ; and since *tis done, *tis past recall ; is 

And since *tis past recall, must be forgotten, .-.."3020- 
Tor. Oh, never, never $hall it be forgotten ! 

High Heaven will not forget it; after ages 

_ Shall with a fearful curse remember ours, 

And blood shall nevyer leave the nation more. 
« 2,, His body shall be royally interr*d, 

.« And the last funeral pomps adorn his herse : 

« I will myself (as I have cause too just) 

« Be the chief mourner at his obsequies ; 

« And yearly fix, on the revolving day, | 
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«« The solemn mark of mourning, to atone, 
« And expiate my offences. 
« Tor, Nothing can, 
«© But bloody vengeance on that traitor's head, 
«© Which, dear departed spirit, here I vow.” 
24, Here end our sorrows, and begin our joys. 
« Love calls, my 'Torrismond : though hate has rag'd, 
« And rul'd the day, yet love will rule the night, 
«* The $piteful stars have shed their venom down, 
* And now the peaceful planets take their turn. | 
« 'This deed of Bertran's has remoy'd all fears, 1649 
« And given me just occasion to refuse him.” 
What hinders now, but that the holy priest 
In $ecret join our mutual vows ? « And then 
« 'This night, this happy night is yours and mine.” 
Ter. Be $till my sorrows, and be loud my joys : 
Fly to the utmost circles of the sea, 
Thou furious tempest, that hath toss'd my mind, 
And leave no thought but Leonora there—— 
What's this ?—I feel a boding in my soul, 
As if this day were fatal—Be it $0. 
Fate $hall but have the leavings of my love. 
My joys are gloomy, but withal are great. 
'The lion, though he sees the toils are set, 
Yet, pinch*'d with raging hunger, scow'rs away, 
Hunts in the face of danger all the day, 
At night, with sullen pleasure, grumbles o'er his prey. 1656 


Cm : 


— 
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ACT IV. SCENE 1. 


Before Gomez's Dis: Enter Lok nla Dominick, and two 
| Soldiers at a distance. 

Dominick, 

I'LL not wag an ace farther: the whole world will not bribe 
me to it; for my conscience will ___ these gross enormi-. 
_ ties no longer. | 

 __ Lor. How, thy conscience not digest them! There's ne'er 
a fryar in Spain can shew a conscience that comes near it for 
digestion. It digested pimping, when I sent thee with my 
letter ; and it digested perjury, when thou sworest thou 
_ didst not know me: Im sure it has digested me fifty pound 
of as.hard gold as is in all Barbary : pr'ythee, why should'st 
thou discourage fornication, when thou Howest thou lovest 
a Sweet young girl? T 

Dom. Away ; away; I do not love them ;—phau ; "PI 

| [Spzrs.] I do not love a pretty girl——you are $0 waggish. 

| Spits againe 
_ Lor. Why thy mouth waters at the very mention of them. 
Dom. You take a mighty pleasure in defamation, Colonel ; 
but I wonder what you find in running restless up and down, 
breaking your brains, emptying your purse, and moering. out 
your body with hunting after unlawful game. 

Lor. Why there's the satisfattion on't. 

Dem. This incontinency may proceed to adultery, and 
adultery to murder, and murder to hanging; and there" O 
the satisfation on't. 22 

Lor. I'll not hang alone, fryar ; - I'm PROS Te to, peach 
thee before thy superiors for what thou hast done already, 

Dom. I am resolved to forswear it if you do : let me ad- 
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vise you better, Colonel, than to accuse a churchman to 
churchmen : in the common cause we are all of a piece ; we 
hang together. 

Lor. [ Avide.] If you don't, it were no matter if you did, 

Dom. Nay, if you talk of peaching, I'll peach first, and 
See whose oath will be believed ; Ill trounce you for offering 
to corrupt my honesty, and bribe my conscience ; you shall 
be summoned by an host of paritors ; you $hall be sentenced 
in the spiritual court; you $hall be excommunicated; you 
chall be outlawed ;—and——| Here Lorenzo takes a purse, 
and plays with it, and at last, lets the purse fall chinking on the 
ground ; which the fryar eyes. | In another tone.) I say, a man. 
might do this now = he were maliciously disposed, and had 
a mind to bring matters to an extremity ; but, considering, 
that you are my friend, a person of honour, and a worthy 
good charitable man, I would rather die a thousand deaths 
than disoblige you. [Lorenzo takes up the purse, and pours it 
into the fryar*s Sleeve.) Nay, good sir; nay, dear Colonel ; 
Oh, Lord, sir, what are you doing now! I profess this. 
must not be: without this I would have served you to the | 
uttermost ; pray command me. A jealous, foul-mouthed 
rogue this Gomez is; I saw how he used you, and you 
marked how he used me too : Oh, he's a bitter man ; but 
we?ll join our forces ; ah, shall we, Colonel? We'll be re- 
 venged on him with a witness, 50 

Lor. But how $hall I send her word to be ready at the 
door, (for I must reveal it in confession to you,) that I mean 
to carry her away this evening, by the help of these two 
Soldiers? I know Gomez Ports you, and you will _— 
gain admittance, 

Dor. Let me alone ; I fear him not; I am | armed with the 
authority of my cloathing; yonder I see him keeping centry 
at his door : © have you neyer seen a citizen, in a cold morn- 
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« ing, clapping his sides, and walking forward and back- 
_ « ward, a mighty pace before his shop ? But I'll gain the 
« pass, in $pite of his suspicion ;” stand you aside, and do 
but mark how I accost him. | 62 
Lor. If he meet with a repulse, we must throw off the 
fox's skin, and put on the lion's : come, gentlemen, you'll 
$stand by me. | | 
Sold. Do not doudt us, colonel. 
[T hey retire all three 10 a corner of the stage, Dominick 
goes to the door where Gomez Stands, 

Dem. Good even, Gomez, how does your wife ? 

Gem. Just as you'd have her, thinking on nothing but her 
dear colonel, and conspiring cuckoldom against me, 
Dom. I dare $ay, you wrong her, $he is employing her 

thoughts how to cure you of your NONE 
'Gom. Yes, by certainty. 

Dom. By your leave, Gomez ; I have some piritua advice 
_ to impart to her on that subje&, 

Gom. You may $spare your instruRtions, if you please, 
father, she has no further need of them. 

Dom. How, no need of them! Do you speak in riddles ? 

Gem. Since you will have me speak plainer ; she has pro- 
fited s0 well already by your counsel, that She can say her 
lesson, without your teaching : do you understand me now? 

Dom. I must not neglect my duty for all that ; once again 
_ Gomez, by your leave. | 82 

Gom. She's a little indisposed at present, and it will not 
be convenient to distutb her. 

[Dominick offers 70 go by him, but Pother i FS Fn 

Dom. Indisposed say you? Oh, it is upon those occasions 
that a confessor is most necessary; I think, it was my good 
| angel that sent me hither s0 opportunely. 

K 
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Gem. Ay, whose good angel « sent you hither, that you best 
know, father. | | 
Dom. A word or two of devotion will do her: no 0 harm, I'm 
_ $UTE, : 

Gom. A little sleep will do her more good, I'm sure: you 
know $he disburdened her conscience but this EY to 
you. 

Dom. But, if che be ill this afternoon, she may have new 
occasion to confess, | 

Gem. Indeed, as you order matters with the colonel, she 
may have occasion of confessing herself every hour. 

| Dom. Pray how long has she been sick ? 

Gem, Lord, you will force a man to speak; why ever 
$ince your last defeat, 101. 
Dom. "This can be but some light AS Ars it will not 
 last, and I may see her. 

Gom. How, not last ! I say, it will last, and it chal last ; 
She $hall be sick these seven or eight days, and perhaps 
longer, as I see occasion. What ! I know the mind of her 
sSickness, a little better than you do. 

Dom. 1 find then, I must bring a doQr. 

Gem. And he'll bring an apothecary, with a chargeable 
long bill of Ana's: those of my family have the grace to 
die cheaper ; in a word, sir Dominick, we understand one 
another's business here: I am resolved to stand like the 


Swiss of my own family, to defend the entrance ; you may 


mumble over your pater nosters, if you please, and try if you 
_ can make my doors fly open, and batter down my walls with 
bell, book, and candle; but I am not of opinion that you 
are holy enough to commit miracles. 

Dcm. Men of my order are not to be treated after this 
manner. i119 


Gom, I would t treat the pope and his cardinals 3 in the same 
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' manner, if they offered to see my wife without my leave. 


Dom. I excommunicate thee from the church, if thou dosr 
not open, there's promulgation coming out, 
Gom. And I excommunicate you trom my wife, if you go 
to that ; there's promulgation for promulgation, and bull for 
bull; and $0 [ leave you to recreate yourself with the end of 
an old ty Sing and sorrow came to the old fryar.” _ 


FIG Lore NZO and $ aldbars. 


Lor. I will not ask you your success, for I overhenrd part 
of it, and saw the conclusion ; I find we are now put upon 


_ our last trump 3 the fox is earthed, but I shall send my two 


terriers in after him. | 
Sold. I warrant you, colonel, well enkoznel him. 
Lor. And make what haste you can to bring out the lady; 
what say you, father ? Burglary 1 1s but a venial sin among 


_ the soldiers. 


Dom. I $hall absolve hr because he 1 is an enemy of the 
church——There is a proverb, I confess, which $ays, that 
dead men tell no tales; but let your Soldiers apply it at their 
own perils. _ 59 139 

Ler. What, take away a man's wife and kill him too! The 
wickedness of this old villain startles me, © and gives me a 
« twinge for my own sin, though it comes far short of his :”? 
hark- ye, soldiers, be sure ”ou use as ew violence to him as 
possIble. | | 


Dom, Hold a little, I have thought better how to Secure 
him, with less danger to us. 


Lor. Oh, miracle? the fryar is grown conscientious! 2 
Dom. The old king, you know, is just murdered, and the 


- persons that did it are unknown let the soldiexs seize him 


for one of the assassinates, and let me alone to accuse him | 


| afterwards, 
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Lor. I cry thee mercy with all my heart, for suspeCting a 
fryar of the least good-nature ; what, would you accuse him 
_ wrongtully ? 

Dom, T must confess, *tis wrongful FED Bec as to the fat 
itself ; but *tis rightful guoad hunc, as to this heretical rogue, 
_ whom we must dispatch : he has railed against the church, 
which 1s a fouler crime than the murder of a thousand kings; 
omne majus continet in 5e minus: he that is an enemy to the 
church, 1s an enemy unto heaven : and he that is an enemy 
to heaven would have killed the king, if he had been in the 
circumstances of doing it ; so it is not wrongful to accuse 
_ him. ELD ; 163 
Lor. I never r knew a churchman, if he were personally of- 
fended, but he would bring in heaven by hook or crook into 
his quarrel. Soldiers, do as you were first ordered. 

EG | Exeunt Soldiers. 

' Dom. What was't you ordered them? Are you Sure it is 
Safe, and not scandalous ? I 

Lor. Somewhat near your own design, but not altogether 
So mischieyous; the people are infinitely discontented, as 
they have reason ; and mutinies there are, or will be, against _ 
the queen ; now I am content to put him thus far into the | 
_ plot, that he should be $ecured as a traitor,; but he $hall 
only be prisoner at the soldiers? quarters; and when I am out. 
of reach, he shall be released. 

Dom. And what will become of me then? For when he is 
free, he will infallibly accuse me. 

 Lor. Why then, father, you must have recourse to your 
infallible church remedies, lie impudently, and swear devout- 
ly; and, as you told me but now, let him try whose oath 
| will be first believed. Retire, [ hear them coming. 181. 


[729 withdraw. | 
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Enter the Soldiers with Gomez struggling on their backs, 


Gem. Help, good christians, help, neighbours ; my house 
is broken open by force, and I am ravished, and am like to 
be assassinated. What do you mean, villains ? Will you car- 


ry me away like a pedlar's pack upon your backs ? Will you 


murder a man in plain day-light ? 


15? Sold. No; but we'll secure you for a traitor, _ for 


| being in a plot against the state. | 
Gem. Who, I in a plot? Oh, Lord! oh, Lard ! I never 
duret bei in a plot. Why, how can you in conscience suspet&t 


a rich citizen of so much wit as to make a plotter ? There 
are none but poor rogues, and those that can't live without 
it, that are in plots. | | 
24 Sold. Away with him, away with him, 
Gom. Oh, my gold ! my wife! my wife ! my gold! As [ 


hope to be saved now, I know no more of the plot than they. 


that made it. [They carry him off, and exeunt. 


Lor. Thus far have we sailed with a merry gale, now we 


have the Cape of good Hope in sight ; the trade-wind is 


our own, if we canbut double it. [ He looks cut. ] —— Aside.] 


Ah, my father and Pedro stand at the corner of the street 


with company, there's no firing till they are past. 202 


Enter EL.viRa with a casket. 


Ev. Am I come at last into your arms ? 
| Lor, Fear nothing ; the adventure's ended, and the knight 
may carry off the lady safely. 


Et. I'm $0 overjoy'd, I can Scarce believe I am at liberty; 
«© but stand panting, like a bird that has often beaten her 


* wings in vain against her cage, and at last dares hardly 
** venture out, though $he sees it open,” 
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Dom. Lose no time, but make haste while the way is free 
for you ; and thereupon I give you my benedjtion. 
 Lor. Tis not $0 free as you suppose; for there's an old 
: nth of my acquaintance that blocks up the Pegs at 
the corner of the street. 
| Dem. What have you gotten there under your arm, - daugh- 
ter? somewhat, I hope, that will bear your charges in your 
Pilgrimage. | 

Lor. The fryar has an hawk's eye to gold and jewels, 

Ele. Here's that will make you dance without a fiddle, 
and provide a better entertainment for us than hedges in 
Summer and barns in winter. Here's the very heart, and 
Soul, and life-blood of Gomez : pawns in abundance, old 
gold of widows, and new gold of prodigals; and pearls and 
diamonds of court ladies, till the next bribe helps their hus- 
bands to redeem them. 

Dom. They are the spoils of the wicked, and the church 
endows you with them. 

Lor. And, faith, we'll drink the church's health out of 
them. But all this while I stand on thorns: pr'ythee, dear, 
look out, and see if the coast be free for our escape z , for I 
_ dare not peep out for fear of being known. _ 

[Elvira goes 70 look out, and Gomez comes running in upou 
her : she shrieks out. | 

Gem. Thanks to my stars, I have ee my own terri- 
tories, —What do I see! I'm ruin'd ! ! Pm undone ! I'm be- 
trad!” > 232 
«© Dom. | Aide. ] What a hopeful enterprize Is here Spoll- 
TT ed! 7”, 

Gom. Oh, colonel, are vou there ? and you, fryar? Nay, | 
then I find how the world goes. 
 Lor. Cheer up, man, thou art out of jeopardy ; I ad 
thee crying out just now, and came running in full speed, 
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with the wings of an eagle and the feet of a tiger, to thy 
rescue. 

Gom, Ay, you are aways at hand to do me a courtesy with 
your eagle's feet and your tiger” s wings; and what were io 
here for, fryar? 

Dom, To interpose my $piritual authority i in your behalf, 

Gom. And why did you $hriek out, gentlewoman ? | 

 Elv. ”Twas for joy at your return. 

Gem. And that casket under your arms for what end and 


_ purpose? 


Elv. Only to preserve it from the thieves. 

Gom. And you came running out of doors —— 50 

Elv. Only to meet you, sweet husband. 

Gom. A fine evidence summed up among you: thank you 
heartily ; you are all my friends. 'The colonel. was walking 
by accidentally, and, hearing my voice, came in to save me3 
the fryar, who was hobbling the same way too, accidentally 
again, and not knowing of the colonel, I warrant you, he 


comes in to pray for me; and my faithful wife runs out of 


doors to meet me, with all my jewels under her arm, and 
shrieks out for joy at my return, But if my father-in-law 


| had not met your $oldiers, colonel, and delivered me in the 
nick, I should neither have found a friend nor a fryar here, 
_ and might have $shrieked out for joy myself, for the loss of 


my jewels and my wife. 

Dom. Art thou an infidel ? Wilt thou not believe us ? | 
 Gom. Such churchmen as you would make any man an in- 
fidel. Get you into your kennel, gentlewoman! I shall 
thank you within doors for your safe custody of my jewels, 
and your own. [ He thrusts his wife off the tage. |—Exit Elvira. 


As for you, colonel Huffcap, we $hall try before a civil magi- 


Strate who's the greatest plotter of us two, I against the 


| $tate, or you against the petticoat. - 70 


70 THE SPANISH FRYAR, Aa I, 


_ Dor. Nay, if you will OY you $hall for something. 


[ Beats him. 
Gom. Murder! murder! I give up the ghost ! I am de- 


stroyed! Help! murder! murder! 

Dom. Away, colonel, let us fly for our lives: the neigh- 
bours are coming out with forks, and fire-shovels, and spits, 
and other domestic weapons; the militia of a whole goa 1s 
Taised against us. 

Lor. This is but the interest of my debt, master usurer, 
the principal shall be paid you at our next meeting. 

Dom. Ah, if your soldiers had but dispatched a his 
| tongue had been laid asleep, colonel ; but this comes of not 
following good counsel ; A emennns 

 [ Exeunt Lor. and F ryar ceverally. 


 Gom. ÞI'Il be revenged of him, if 1 dare; but he's such a 


terrible fellow, that my mind misgives me ; I shall tremble 


when I have him before the judge : all my misfortunes come 


together : I have been robbed, and cuckolded, and ravished, 
and beaten, in one quarter of an hour: my poor limbs smart 
and my poor head aches ; ay, do, do, Smart limb, ache head, 
and sprout horns ; but I'll be hanged before Pll pity you : 


you must needs be married, must ye ? There's for that=— . 
[Beats his cn head.) and to a fine, young, modish lady, must 


ye?—There's for that too——and, at threescore, you old, 
doting cuckold 
of day for a man to be bound ?prentice, when he is past using 
| his trade : to $et up an <quipage of noise, when he has most 
need of quiet ; instead of her being under covert-baron, to 


be under covert-fermme myself ; to have my body disabled, 


and my head fortified ; and, lastly, to be crowded into a nar- 
_ row box with a $hrill treble, _ 300 
That with one blast thro” the whole house does Lang 

And first taught speaking-trumpets how to s0und. Exi.] 
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-take that remembrance——A fine time 
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SCENE 11. 


The Court. Enter RayMOND, ALPHONSO, and PEDRO. 


Ray. Are these, are these, ye pow'rs, the promis'd joys, 
With which I flatter'd my long tedious absence, 
To find, at my return, my master murder'd ? 
Oh, that I could but weep, to vent my passion ! 
But this dry sorrow burns up all my tears. 
 Alþh. Mourn inward, brother; 'tis observ'd at court, 
Who weeps, and who wears black ; and your return 
Will fix all eyes on every a& of yours, 
To see how you resent king Sancho's death. 

Ray. What gen'rous man can live with that constraint 
Upon his soul, to bear, much less to flatter 
A court like this ! can I sooth tyranny ! 
Seem pleas'd to sce my royal master murder'd, 
His crown usurp'd, a distaff in a throne, 
A council made of such as dare not speak, 
And could not, if they durst ; whence honest men 
| Banish themselves, for shame of being there : 
A government, that, knowing not true wisdom, 329 
Is scorn'd abroad, and lives on tricks at home ? 

Alph. Virtue must be thrown oft, 'tls : a coarse garment, 
Too heavy for the sun-$hine of a court. _ | 

Ray. Well then, I will dissemble for an end 
So great, $0 pious, as a just revenge : 
You'll join with me ? 

Alph. No honest man but must. 

Ped. What title has this queen but lawless force ? 
And force must pull her down. 

Alph. Truth is, I pity Leonora's case ; | 

L 
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|  Forc'd, for her safety, to commit a crime 
| Which most her soul abhors. 
| | Ray. All she has done, or e'er can do, * good, 
| This one black deed has damn'd. 
Ped. You'll hardly join your son to our PR 
Ray. Your reason for't ? 
Ped. I want time to unriddle it : 
Put on your t 'other tace ; the queen approaches. 


Enter the QUEEN, BERTRAN, and attendants. 


Ray. And that accursed Bertran 
Stalks close behind her, like a witch's fiend, ..-—, $40 
Pressing to be employ'd. Stand, and observe them. 

- 2s. [Te Bert.] Bury'd in private, and so suddenly ! 
It crosses my design, which was t' allow 
"The rites of funeral fitting his degree, 
With all the pomp of mourning. 
_ Bert. It was not safe : | 
ObjeRts of pity, when the cause is new, 
Would work too fiercely on the giddy croud. 
Had Czsar*s body never becn expos'd, 
Brutus had gain'd his causec. 
Nu, 'Then was he lov'd ? 
Bert.. O, never man $0 much, for saint-like goodness. 
« Ped, [ Aside.] Had bad men fear'd him but as ons men 
loved him, 
« He had not yet been sainted. 
 « 2y, I wonder how the people bear his death. Þ 
« Bert, Some discontents there are ; some idle murmurs. 
« Ped. How, idle murmurs ! let me plainly speak : 
« The doors are all shut up ; the wealthier sort, 
'«« With arms across, and hats upon their eyes, 
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« Walk to and fro before their silent shops : 360 
« Whole droves of lenders crowd the bankers' doors, 
« 'To call in money ; those who have none, mark 
«« Where money goes; for, when they rise, *tis plunder : 
« The rabble gather round the man of news, 
« And listen with their mouths : 
« Some tell, some hear, some judge of news, some make it : 
« And he who lies most loud, is most beliey'd.” 
24. This may be dangerous. 
Ray. [Aside.] Pray Heaven it may. 
Bert, If one of you must fall, 
Self-preservation is the first of laws; 
And if, when subjeQts are oppress'd by kings, 
They justify rebellion by that law : 
As well may monarchs turn the edge of right 
To cut for them, when self-defence requires it, 
2%. You place such arbitrary power in kings, 
That I much fear, if I should make you one, 
You'll make yourself a tyrant. Let these know | 
By what authority you did this act. 379 
Bert. You much surprise me to demand that question: A 
- But, since truth must be told, *twas by your own. | 
24. Produce it ; or, by Heav'n, your head $hall answer 
The forfeit of your tongue. 
Ray. [ Asiae.] Brave mischief towards. | 
Bert. You bade me. 
24u, When, and where ? 
Bert. No, I confess, you bade me not in words; 
The dial spoke not, but it made shrewd signs, 
And pointed full upon the stroke of murder : b- 
Yet this you said, _ 
You were a woman ignorant and weak, 
SO left it to my care, 
24, What if I said, 
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I was a woman ignorant and weak, 
Were you to take th' advantage of my sex, 
| And play the devil to tempt me ? «« You contriv'd, 
«© You urg'd, you drove me headlong to your toils ; 
« And if, much tir'd, and frighten'd more, I paus'd ; 
«© Were you to make iny doubts your own commission ? 
&« Bert. This *tis to serve a prince too faithfully ; 
« Who, free from laws himself, will have that done, 
«« Which, not perſorm'd, brings us to sure CUES | ; 
« And, if perform'd, to ruin. _ 
« 24, 'This *tis to counsel things that are unjust ; 
« First, to debauch a king to break his laws, 
«« (Which are his safety) and then seek proteQtion 
« From him you have endanger*d ; but, just Heaven, 
_«« Where sins are judg'd, will damn the tempting devil, 
« More deep than those he tempted.” 
Bert. If princes not prote& their ministers, 
What man will dare to serve them ? 
2x. None will dare. 
To serve them ill, when they are left to laws ; 
But, when a counsellor, to save himself; 
Would lay miscarriages upon his prince, 
Exposing him to public rage and hate, 
O, *tis an aQ as infamously base, 
As, Should a common $oldier sculk behind, 
And thrust his general in the front of war : 
It shews, he only serv'd himself before, 
And had no sense of honour, country, king ; 
But center'd on himself; and us'd his master, 
As guardians do their wards, with shews of care, 
But with intent to sell the public Safety, 
Aad pocket up his prince, 
Ped. | Aside.) Well said, Y'faith. 
This speech is e*en too good for an usurper. 
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Bert. I see for whom I must be sacrific'd ; 
And had I not been sotted with my zeal, 
I might have found it sooner. , 
24. From my sight ! 
The prince who bears an insolence like this, 
Is such an image of the powers above, 
As is the statue of the thundering god, 
Whose bolts the boys may play with. 
Bert. Unreveng'd | os 
I will not fall, nor single. BED. [Exit cum $uis. 
Du. [To Ray. who kiszes her hand.) Welcome, welcome: 
I saw you not before : one honest lord 
Is hid with ease among a crowd of courtiers ; | | 
How can [ be too grateful to the father | 440 
_ Of $uch a son as Torrismond ? 
Ray. His ations were but _ 
| Du. Yet, my lord, | 
All t have not paid that debt like noble Torrismond. 
You hear how Bertran brands me with a crime, 
Of which, your son can witness, I am free. 
I sent to stop the murder, but too late 
_ «« For crimes are swift, but penitence is slow.”” 
The bloody Bertran, diligent in ill, 
Flew to prevent the soft returns of pity. 
Kay. O cursed haste, of making sure a sin ! 
Can you forgive the traitor ? 
24. Never, never ; 
_ *Tis written here in charaGers so deep, | 
That $even years hence (till then should I not meet him) 
And in the temple then, I'll drag him thence, 
Ev'n from the holy altar to the block. 
Ray. | Aside.] She's fird, as 1 would wish her. Aid me, 
justice, | 


As all my ends are thine, to 0 gala this point ; 5 
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'To bear affronts, too great to be forgiven, 
And not have power to punish. Yet one way 
There is to ruin Bertran. 
24. O, there's none ; 

« Except an host from Heaven can make such haste 
« To save my crown, as he will do to seize it.” 
You $saw, he came surrounded with his friends, 
And knew besides, our army was removy*d 
To quarters too remote for sudden use. 

| Ray. Yet you may give commiss1on 


To some bold man, whose loyalty you trust, 


And let him raise the train-bands of the city, _ 
24, Gross feeders, lion-talkers, lamb-like fighters. 
Ray. You do not know the virtues of your city, 


What pushing force they have : some popular chief, 
| More noisy than the rest, but cries halloo, 
 Andin a trice, the bellowing herd come out ; 


The gates are barr*d, the ways are barricado'd. 
And one and all's the word ; true cocks o? th* game, 
That never ask, for what, or whom, they fight, 
But turn *em out, and shew *em but a foe, 
Cry liberty, and that's a cause for quarrel. 
24. There may be danger, in that boist'rous rout : : 


| Who knows, when fires are kindled for my foes, 


But some new blast of wind-may turn more flames 


| Against my palace-walls ?. 


Ray. But $till their chief 


| Must be some one, whose loyalty you trust. 


24. And who more proper for that trust than you, 


Whose interests, though unknown to you, are mine ! 


Alphonso, Pedro, haste to raise the rabble, 
He $hall appear to head %em. | 
Ray. [ Aide zo Alph. and Ped.] First Seize Bertran, 
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| And ruin both at once.——It wounds indeed, - - 1 Þ To beor+ 
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And then insinuate to them, that I bring 
Their lawſul prince to place upon the throne. 
Alph. Our lawful prince ? 
Ray. Fear not : I can produce him. 
« Ped. [To Alph.] Now we want your son Lorenzo: : what 
a mighty faction _ 
« Would he make for us of the city v Wives, | 
« With, O, dear husband, my sweet honey husband, goo 
«« Wo*n't you be for the colonel ? If you love me, = 
«c Be for the colonel? O, he's the finest man !*  F[ Exit. 
| Ray. [| Aside.] So, now we have a plot behind the plot ; 
She thinks, $he's in the depth of my design, 
And that it's all for her ; but time $hall show, 
She only lives to help me ruin others _ 
And last, to fall herself. 
24, Now to you, Raymond : can you guess no reason _ 
Why I repose such confidence in you 7 | 
You needs must think, * 
There's some more powerful cause than loyalty : 
Will you not $peak to save a lady's blush ? 
_ Must I inform you, *tis for Torrismond, 
That all this grace is shewn ? YL 
Ray. [ Aside.) By all the powers, worse, WOrSc e than what 
__ I fear'd, 
21. And yet, what need I blush at euch a choice ? 
I love a man whom I am proud to love, 
And am well pleas*'d my inclination gives 
_ What gratitude would force. <©* O pardon me ; 
«« 1 ne*er was covetous of wealth before ; | -g20 
« Yet think $0 vast a treasure as your son, 
« Too great for any private man's possesslon ; 
.«« And him too rich a jewel to be set_ 
« In vulgar metal, or for vulgar use, 
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« Ray. Arm me with patience, Heaven ! 
« 9y, How, patience, Raymond ? ' 


« What exercise of patience have you here ? 


« What find you in my crown to be contemn'd, 
« Or in my person loath'd ? Have I, a queen, 
« Pass'd by my fellow-rulers of the world, 


_ «© Whose vying crowns lay glittering in my way, 
_«« As if the world were pav'd with diadems ? 


« Have I refus'd their blood, to mix with yours, 
« And raise new kingdoms from $0 obscure a race, 


« Fate scarce knew where to find them when I calld ? 


« Have I heap'd on my person, crown and state, 
« To load the scale, and weigh'd myself with earth, 
« For you to spurn the balance ? 

« Ray. Bate the last, and *tis what I would Ay : 


« Can I, can any loyal subje&, sec 540. 
« With patience, such a stoop from sovereignty, 
« An ocean pour*d upon a narrow brook ? 


<« My zeal for you must lay the father by, | 
« And plead my country's cause against my $on, | 


«« What tho? his heart be great, his aQtions gallant, 
«« He wants a crown to poize against a crown, 


« Birth to match birth, and power to balance power. 
« 24. All these I have, and these I can bestow. 


« But he brings worth and virtue to my bed ; 


« And virtue 1s the wealth which tyrants want. 
« I stand in need of one whose glories may 


_ *© Redeem my crimes, ally me to his fame, 


«© Dispel the faftions of my foes on earth, 

«« Disarm the justice of the powers above——" 
Ray. The people never will endure this choice. 
2%. If I endure it, what imports it you ? 


_ Go raise the ministers of my revenge, 
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_ Guide with your breath this whirling tempest round, 
And see its fury fall where I design ; 
« At last a time for just revenge is giv'n; 
& Revenge, the darling attribute of Heay*n : 
*« But man, unlike his Maker, bears too long ; 
« Still more expos'd, the more he pardons wrong; 
« Great in forgiving, and in suffering brave, 
« To be a saint, he makes himself a slave.”” 
Ray. Marriage with Torrismond ? it must not be; 
By Heaven, it must not be; or, if it be, 
| Law, justice, honour bid farewell to earth, 
For Heaven leaves all to tyrants. 


Enter | TRIS D, who kneels to him. 


Tor. O, ever welcome, sir, 
- But doubly now! You come in such : a time, 
- As if propitious fortune took a care, 
To swell my tide of joys to their full height, 
And leave me nothing farther to desire. 
Ray. I hope I come in time, if not to make, 
At least to save your fortune and your honour : | 
Take heed you $teer your vessel right, my $on ; 
"This calm of Heaven, this mermaid's melody, 
Into an unseen whirlpool draws you fast, 
And in a moment sinks you. 
Tor. Fortune cannot, 

And Fate can scarce ; I've made the port already, 

And laugh Securely at the lazy storm 
That wanted wings to reach me in the deep. 
Your pardon, sir ; my duty calls me hence; | 
I go to find my queen, my earthly goddess, 
To whom I owe my hopes, my life, my love. 

| Ray. You owe her more perhaps than you imagine ; 

 — 


[Exit 
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| Stay, I command you 5tay, and hear me first. 
This hour's the very crisis of your fate, 
Your good or ill, your infamy or fame, 
And all the colour of your life depends 
On this important now. 
Tor. 1 see no danger ; 
The city, army, court espouse my cause, 
And, more than all, the queen, with public favour, 
Indulges my pretensions to her love. 
© Ray, Nay, if possessing her can make you happy, 
« *T1s granted, nothing hinders your design, 
« Tor. If she can make me blest ? she only can: 690 
« Empire, wealth, and all she brings beside, : 
« Are but the train and trappings of her love: 
« 'The sweetest, kindest, truest of her sex, 
« In whose possession years roll round on years, 
« And joys in circles meet new joys again : 
_« Kisses, embraces, languishing, and death _ 
'«* Still from each other to each other move, 
« 'To crown the various seasons of our love : 
« And doubt you if such love can make me happy 2. 
«© Ray. Yes, for I think you love your honour more. 
« Tor. And what can shock my honour in a queen be 
« Ray. A tyrant, an usurper! 
« Tor, Grant $he be. 
« When from theconqueror we hold our lives, 
«« We yicld ourselves his subjects from that hour : 
«« For mutual benefits make mutual ties. | 
« Ray. Why, can you think 1 owe a thief my life, 
«« Because he took it not by lawless force 


« What if he did not all the 1ll he could ? T = 
« Am I oblig? hat 't* assist his rapines, 620 


_ « And to maintain his murder ? 
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« Tor. Not to maintain, but bear them unreveng'd. 
« Kings titles commonly begin by force, 
« Which time wears off, and mellows into right : 
« So power, which in one age 1s tyranny, 
« Is ripen'd in the next to true success1on : 


_ « She's in possession. 


« Ray. So diseases are : 
« Should not a ling”ring fever be romor'd, 
« Because it long has rag'd within my blood ? 
«« Dol rebel when I would thrusr it out? 
« What, Shall I think the world was made for one, - 


« And are men born for kings, as beasts for men, 
& 


«« Not for proteCtion, but to be devour'd ? 

« Mark those who doat on arbitrary power, 

« And you $hall find them either hot-brain'd youth, 
« Or needy bankrupts, servile in their greatness, 

« And slaves to some, to lord it o'er the rest. 


.«« O baseness, to support a tyrant throne, 
«© And crush your free-born brethren of the world! 
_ *£ Nay, to become a part of usurpation ; 


« 'T” espouse the tyrant's person and her crimes, 
« And on a tyrant get a race of tyrants, 


_«« To be your country's curse in after-ages. 


« Tor. I see no crime in her whom I adore, 
« Or if I do, her beauty makes it none: 
<©>Look on me as a man abandon'd o'er 


'«« To an eternal lethargy of love; Sn 
_« 'To pull, and pinch, and wound me, cannot cure, | 


« And but disturb the quiet of my death.”” 

Ray. Oh, Virtue, Virtue ! what art thou hcoms, 
That man $hould leave thee for that toy, a woman, 
« Made from the dross and refuse of a man ? 


« Heaven took him sleeping when he made her, too : 
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« Had man been waking, he had ne'er consented. ' 
Now, son, SUPPOSE 
Some brave conspiracy were ready form'd, 
To punish tyrants and redeem the land, 
Could you $0 far belie your country's m_ 
As not to head the party? > | 660 © 
Tor. How could my hand rebel against my heart? 
| Ray. How could your heart rebel against your reason ? 
Tor, No honour bids me hight againzt myself ; 
The royal family 1s all extin&t, 
And $he who reigus bestows her crown on me. 
$0, must I be ungrateful to the living, 
To be but vainly pious to the dead; 
While you defraud your offspring of their fate. 
Ray. Mark who defraud their offspring, you or I; 
_ For know, there yet SUrvives the lawtul heir 
Of Sancho's blood, whom, when 1 shall produce, 
I rest assur'd to sce you pale with fear, 
And trembling at his name. 
Ter, He must be more than man who makes me tremble : 
I dare him to the field, with all the odds | 
Of justice on his side, against my tyrant, 
Produce your lawful prince, aud you $hall sce 
How brave a rebel love has made your $on. 
Kay. Read that; *tis with the royal signet $ign'd, | 
And given me by the king, when time Should. SCIVE, 680 
To be perus'd by you. 
Tor. [Reads.) © I the king: 
My youngest and alone surviving son, 
Reported dead t* escape rebellious rage, 
_ Till happier times $hall call his courage forth 
To break my fetters, or revenge my ft..te, 
I will that Raymond educate as his, 
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And call him Torrismond.” — | 
If I am he, that son, that Torrismond, 
The world contains not so forlorn a wretch. 
Let never man believe he can be happy; 
For when I thought my fortune most secure, 
One fatal moment tears me from my joys ; 
And when two hearts were join*d by mutual love, 
The $word of justice cuts upon the knot, - 
And severs them for ever. | 
Ray. True, it must, 
Ter. Oh, cruel man, to tell me that it must ! 
Tf you have any pity in your breast, 
Redeem me from this labyrinth of fate, 7C0 
And plunge me in my first obscurity. 
'The Secret is alone between us two; _ 
' And though you would not hide me from myself, 
Oh, yet be kind, conceal me from the world, 
And be my father still. 
Ray. Your lot's too glorious, and the proof's too plain. 
Now, in the name of honour, sir, I beg you, 
(Since I must use authority no more) 
On these old knees, I beg you, cre I die, 
That I may $ee your father's death reveng'd. 
Tor, Why, *tis the only busness of my life ; 
My order*s 1ssu*d to recall the army, 


And Bertran's death resolv'd. 


Ray. And not the queen's? Oh, $he's the chief efendea 
Shall justice turn her edge within your hand ? | 
No, it $he *scape, you are yourself the tyrant, 
And murderer of your tather, 
Tor,. Cruel fates, 
To what have you reserv'd me? 
Ray. Why that sigh? 
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Tor. Since you must know, (but break, oh, break my heart, 
Before I tell my fatal story out !) 


 Th* usurper of my throne, my house's ruin, 


'The murderer of my father, is my wife ! 
Ray. O horror, horror :—After this alliance, 


Let tigers match with hinds, and wolves with sheep, 


And every creature couple with his foe. 


How vainly man designs, when Heav'n opposes ! 


I bred you up to arms, rais*d you to power, 
Permitted you to fight for this usurper, 
Indeed to save a crown, not her's, but yours; 
All to make sure the vengeance of this day, 


| Which even this day has ruin'd. One more question 
| Let me but ask, and 1 have done for ever : 

Do you yet love the cause of all your woes, 

Or is she grown (as sure she ought to be) 

More odious to your sight than toads and adders ? 


Tor. Oh, there's the utmost malice of my fate, 
That I am bound to hate, and born to love ! 
Ray. No more—Farewell, my much-lamented king ! ! 1740 


_« [Aige.] I dare not trust him with himself $0 tar, 


« To own him to the people as their king, 

«© Before their rage has finish*'d my designs 

« On Bertran and the queen. But, in despite 

« Ey'n of himself, I'll save him.” | [Exit Ray. 
Tor. Tis but a moment since I have been king, 


And weary on't already. I'm a lover, 


And lov'd, possess ; yet all these make me wretched ; 
And Heay'n has giv'n me blessings for a curse. 


With what a load of vengeance am I press'd ! 


Yet never, never can I hope for rest; 
For when my heavy burthen I remove, 
The weight falls down, and crushes her I love. [ Exeunt. 
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ACT V. SCENE 1. 


fs Enter ToRRISMON D. 


Carried, 


Live , Justice, nature, pity, and revenge, 
Have kindled up a wild-fire in my breast, 
And 1 am all a civil war within. 


| Enter QUzEN and TERESA at a diitance. 
My Leonora there! . 

Mine! is she mine? My father's murderer mine ? 

Oh, that I could, with honour, love her more, 

Or hate her less, with reason !—See, she weeps ; 

Thinks me unkind, or false, and knows not why 

| thus estrange my person from her bed, 

_ Shall II not tell her? No; *twill break her heart: 
She'll know too s00n her own and my misfortunes. [ Exit. 
24. He's gone, and I am lost ! Didst thou not ze 

His sullen eyes, how gloomily they glanc'd ? 
He look*d not like the Torrismond I lov'd. 
© Ter, Can you not guess from whence this change 
beoceeds 7 - 
cc 2%. No, there's the grief, Teresa, Oh, Teresa! 
« Fain would I teli thee what I feel within, 
*« But shame and modesty have ty'd my tongue! | 
Yet I will tell, that thou may'st weep with me, 
_ « How dear, how sweet his first embraces were ; TT # 
« With what a zeal he join'd his lips to mine, | 
« And suck'd my breath at every word I spoke, 
© As if he drew his inspiration thence ; 


—— 


* And sparkled through their casements humid fires : 
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While both our souls came upward to our mouths, 

As neighbouring monarchs at their borders meet. 

I thought—Oh, no, *tis false, I could not think ! 

Twas neither life nor death, but both in one. 

« Ter. Then sure his transports were not less than yours, 
« 24, More, more ! for by the high-hung tapers? light 
I could discern his cheeks were glowing red, 

His very eye-balls trembled with his love, 


He sigh'd, and kiss'd, breath'd short, and would have 
 spoke, 

But was too fierce to throw away the time ; 

All he could say, was love and Leonora. 

« Ter, How then can you suspe& him lost so soon ? 


«94, Last night he flew not with a bridegroom's haste, 
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Which eagerly prevents th* appointed hour. 


I told the clocks, and watch'd the wasting light, 


And list*ned to each softly-treading step, _ | 
In hope 'twas he; but still it was not he. 40 
At last he came, but with such alter*'d looks, 

So wild, so ghastly, as if some ghost had met him. 

All pale, and speechless, he survey*d me round ; 

Then with a groan, he threw himself in bed, 

But far from me, as far as he could move, 

And sigh'd, and toss'd, and turn'd, but Still from me. 


« Ter. What, all the night? 


«© 24, Ev'n all the live-long night. 

At last {for, blushing, I must tell thee all) 

I press'd his hand, and laid me by his side ; 

He pulPd it back, as if he touch'd a serpent. 
With that I burst into a flood of tears, 

And ask'd him how I had offended him ? 

He answer*d nothing but with sighs and groans ; 
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$0 restless pass*d the night ; and at the dawn, 

Leap'd from the bed, and vanish'd. 

« Ter. Sighs and groans, 

Paleness and trembling, all are signs of love. 

He only fears to make you $hare his sorrows. 60 
« 24, I wish *twere $0; but love till doubts the worst. 
My heavy heart, the prophetess of woes, 

Forebodes some ill at hand. To $sooth my 5adness, 

Sing me the song which poor Olympia made, 

When false Berino left her. 
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« SONG. 
Farewell, ungrateful traitor, 
* Farewell, my perjur'd 5wain; 
Let never injur'd creature 
«© Believe a man again. 
T he pleasure of posse55ing 
Surpasses all expresiings 
But *tis too short a blessing, 
& And love too long a pain. 


'Tis easy to deceive us, 

« 1n pity of your pain; 

But when we love you leave us 
& To rail at you in vain. 
Before we have descry'd it, 

T here is no bliss beside it ; Bs 
But she that once has try'd it, 2d 
&« Will never love again. 


The pass10n you pretended, 


« Was only to obtain; 


But when the charm is ended, 
« The charmer you disdain. 
| N 
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| & Your love by ours we measure, 
«6 *T] ave have lost our treasure ; 
& But dying is a pleasure, 
« When living is a pain.” 


| Re-enter ToRRISMOND. 
Tor. Still she is here, and still I cannot Speak ; 


But wander, like some discontented ghost, 


That oft appears, but is forbid to talk. | [Goig again. 
- 2%. Oh, Torrismond, if you resolve my death, 


| You need no more but to go hence again ! 


Will you not speak ? 
Tor. I cannot. 
24, Speak | Oh, speak ! 

Your anger would be kinder than your Silence, 

_« Tor, Oh! 
« 24, Do not Sigh, or tell me e why you Sigh. L100 
*& Tor. Why do] live, ye powers? Sy 
* 2%, Why do live to hear you speak that word ? 

« Some black-mouth'd villain has defam'd my virtue. 
« Tor, No, no! Pray, let me go. 
« 2y, [Knceling.] You hall not go. 

« By all the pleasures of our nuptial bed, 

« If ever I was lov'd, though now I'm not, 


- 0 Wy all these true tears, which, from my wounded heart, 


«« Bleed at my eyes— 
«Tor. Rise.-: 
& 24, I will never rise : 
«« I cannot chuse a better place to die. 
&« Tor, Oh, I would speak, but cannot! 
« Ou, [Riving. ] Guilt Keeps you Sllent then; you love 
me not. | 
ec What have I done? Ye powers ! what have 1 done, 
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« To see my youth, my beauty, and my love, 
| « No $00ner gain'd, but slighted and betray'd ; 
« And like a rose just gather'd from the stalk, 
«« But only smelt, and cheaply thrown aside, 
«« 'To wither on the ground ? | 120 
* Tor, For Heav'n's sake, madam, moderate your passion, 
* Nv. Why nam'st thou. Heav'n ? There is no Heayv'n 
for me: 

_ *« Despair, death, hell have rela'd my tortur®d soul. 
'« When I had rais'd his groveling fate from ground, 

« To power and love, to empire and to me; 

« When each embrace was dearer than the first ; 

«© 'Then, then to be contemn'd ! then, then thrown off ! 

« Tt calls me old, and wither'd, and deform'd, | 
« And loathsome : Oh, what woman can bear loathsome ! 
« The turtle flies not from his billing mate; 

«« He bills the closer : but ungrateful man, 

« Base, barbarous man, the more we raise our love, 

« 'The more we pall, and cool, and kill his ardour, 

_« Racks, poisons, daggers, rid me of my fe 3 , 

« And any death is welcome.” 
_ Tor, Be witness, all ye powers that know my heart, 

I | wad have kept the fatal secret hid, | 

| But $he has conquer'd, to her ruin conquer'd, 

Here, take this paper 3 ; read our destinies : 

« Yet do not; but, in kindness to yournell, 140 

« Be ignorantly Safe. | = 
« 24, No, give it me, 

« Even though it be the sentence of my death. 

 * Tyr. Then see how much unhappy love has made US. 

cc Oh, Leonora ! Oh! 

« We two were born when sullen planets lan'd; 

« When each the other's influence oppos'd, 
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«© And drew the stars to faQtions at our birth. 
© Oh, better, better had it been for us, 


«© 'That we had never seen, or never loy'd ! 
«6. 24, There is no faith in Heav*n, if Heav*n says $0. 
« You dare not give it. 
« Tor. As unwillingly, 
« As I would reach out opium to a friend | 
«« Who lay in torture, and desir'd to die.” [ Gives the paper. 


But, now you have it, spare my sight the pain 


Of seeing what a world of tears it costs you. 
Go, silently enjoy your part of grief, 
And $hare the sad inheritance with me. 
24, I have a thirsty fever in my soul ; 160 
Give me but prevent ease, and let me die. | 
| [Exeunt Queen and Teresa, 


Enter LORENZO. 
Lor. Arm, arm, my lord, the city bands are up, 
Drums beating, colours flying, shouts confus*d, 


_ All clustri ing in a hcap, like SWarming hives, 


And rising 1n a moment, 
Tor. With design 
To punish Bertran, and revenge the king : 
"Twas order'd s0. | | 
Lor. 'Then you're betray*d, my lord. 
'Tis true, they block the castle kept by Bertran ; 
But now they cry, down with the palace ! ary it! 
Pull out th? usurping queen. 
Tor. The queen, Lorenzo ! durst they name the queen! 
Lor. If railing and reproaching be to name her. 
Tor. Oh, sacrilege ! Say, quickly, who cemmands 
_ Thas vile blaspheming rout ? 
Lor, I'm loth to tell you ; 
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But both our fathers thrust them headlong on, 
And bear down all before them. Do Os | 

Tor. Death and hell!  _ 180 
Somewhat must be resolv'd and speedily. 
How say'st thou, my Lorenzo ? Dar'st thou be 
A friend, and once forget thou art a son, 

To help me save the queen ? 

| Lor. [ Aside.] Let me congider—— 

Bear arms against my father ! He begat me; 

That's true : but for whose sake did he beget me ? 
| Foy his own, sure enough ; for me he knew not. 

Oh, but, says Conscience, fly in Nature's face ! 

But how if Nature fly in my face first ? 

Then Nature's the aggressor—Let her look to't=— 

He gave me life, and he may take It back—— 

No, that's boy's play, say I. 

"Tis policy for son and father to take different sides ; 
For then lands and tenements commit no treason. 

[Zo Tor.] Sir, upon mature consideration, I have found my 
| father to be little better than a rebel; and therefore I'll &o 
my best to secure him for your Sake, in hope you may $e- 
cure him hereaiter for my sake. 

Tor. Put on thy utmost specd to head the troops, 200 
Which every moment I expect arrive. 

Proclaim me, as I am, the lawful king. 
I need not caution thee for Raymond's life, 
Though I no more must call him father now. 

Ler, [ 4side.] How, not call him father ! I see preferment 
alters a man $trangely : this may serve me for a use of in- 
_ $truction, to cast off my father, when I am great. Me- 
thought, too, he called himself the lawful king, intimating 
s$weetly, that he knows what's what with our sovereign lady. 
Well, it 1 rout my father, as I hope in Heaven I $hall, I am 
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in a fair way to be a prince of the blood—F arewell, general ; 


I'll bring up those that $shall try what mettle there is in 
orange-tawny. ; [Extt. 
Tor. [ At the door. ] Haste, hore, command the of nog be 
all drawn up 
Before the palace gate. By Heaven, PI face 
This tempest, and deserve the name of king. 


_ * Oh, Leonora, beauteous in thy crimes, 


« Never were hell and Heaven so match'd before ! 

« Look upward, fair, but as thou look'st on me;_ 

« 'Then all the bless'd will beg that thou may'st live, 

« And ev'n my father's ghost his death forgive.” [Exit. 


SCENE IM. 


T he Palace-yard. Drums and Trumpets within, Emer Rav- 
«© MOND, ALPHONSO, PEDRO, and their Party. 


6 


« Ray. Now, valiant citizens, the time is come, 
« To show our courage, and your loyalty. 


« You have a prince of Sancho's royal blood, 


«« The darling of the Heav'ns, and joy of earth : 
«© When he's produc'd, as soon he $shall among you, 
«« Speak, what will you adventure to re-seat him 
«« Upon his father's throne ? 

« Omnnes. Our lives and fortunes. 

« Ray. What then remains to perfe& our success, 


« But o'er the tyrant's guards to force our r way! 


« Omnes. Lead on, lead on, 
| &« [Drums and trumpets on the other Side, 


« Enter TOR RISMOND and his Party. As they are 'e going 0 
fight, he speaks. 


« Tor, [To his.] Hold, hold your arms. 
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« Ray. Retire, What means this pause ? 
Ns Ped. Peace ; nature works within them. 


« [ Tor. and Raym. go apart. 


cc T, or . How comes it, good old man, that we two meet 
« On these harsh terms ? Thou very reverend rebel, 
« 'Thou venerable traitor, in whose face | 
« And hoary hairs treason 1s sanCtified, 
« And sin's black dye seems blanch'd by age to virtue. 240 
« Ray. What treason is it to redeem my king, 
« And to reform the state? 
ON Tor. That's a stale cheat; 
« The primitive rebel, Lucifer, first us'd it, 
« And was the first reformer of the skies. 
« Ray. What! If I see my prince mistake a poison, 
«« Call it a cordial, am I then a traitor, Pl 
«« Because I hold his hand, or break the glass? 
_ * Tor, How dar'st thou serve thy king against his will ? 
«© Ray. Because 'tis then the only time to serve him. 
« Tor. I take the blame of all upon mynoll: 
” Discharge thy weight on me. 
 « Ray. Oh, neyer, never! 
«© Why, *tis to leave a ship toss'd in a tempest 
«« Without the pilot's care. 
« Tor, Ill punish thee, | 
« By Heav'n, I will, as I would punish rebels, 
«« 'Thou stubborn loyal man. 
«© Ray. First let me see 
« Her punish'd, who misleads you from your fame; 260 
_ «© Then burn me, hack me, hew me into pieces, 
« And 1 $hall die well pleas'd. 
* Tor. Proclaim my title, | 
«« To save th? efuslon of FP SubjeQ's blood, and thou Shalt 
Still 


| 
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cc 
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cc 


cc 
cc 
cc 
cc 
cc 


cc 


c«c 


cc 


cc 


But $pare his person for his father's sake. 


Be as my foster-father, near my breast, 
And next my Leonora. 
« Ray. That word stabs me: 


You $hall be till plain Torrismond with me, 


Th” abetter, partner, (if you like that name) 

The husband of a tyrant ; but no king, 

Till you deserve that title by your justice. 

* Tor. Then, farewell pity ; 1 will be obey'd. 

[To the peopie.] Hear, you mistaken men, whose loyalty 
Runs headlong into treason ; See your prince; 

In me behold your murder'd Sancho's son : 

Dismiss your arms, and I forgive your crimes. 

« Raye. Believe him not; he raves: his words are loose 
As heaps of sand, and scattering, wide from sense. 
You see he knows not me, his natural father ; 


* But, aiming to possess th* usurping queen, _ 280 


So high he's mounted in his airy hopes, 
That now the wind is got into his head, 
And turns his brains to frenzy. 

« Tor. Hear me yet; I am— 

& Ray. Fall on, and hear him not : : 


TY" 
Y 
FE 


« Ped. Let me gome; if he be man, I have that Shall cure 
him ; there's £ a Surgeon in all Arragon has s0 much 
dexterity as I have, at breathing of ns temple-vein. 

*« Tor. My right for me ! 

« Ray. Our liberty for us ! Re 

*© On. Liberty, liberty !_ | [ As they are ready to fight. 


« Enter LORENZO and his Party. 


by” Lev: On forfeit of your lives, lay down your arms. 


« Alþh, How, rebel ! art thou there? 


« Lor. Take your rebel back again, father mine. The 
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 « beaten party are rebels to the conquerors. I have been at 
« hard-head with your butting citizens : 1 have routed your 
« herd; I have dispersed them ; and now they are retreated 
« quietly, from their extraordinary vocation of. fighting in 


« the streets, to their ordinary vocation of cozening in their 


«« Shops. _ 310 


«6 Tor. [To Raym ] You see *tis vain 1 contending with the 


« truth. Acknowledge what I am. 
& Ray. You are my king ; ; would you would be your 
| own 
cc | But, by a fatal fondness, you betr ay 
_ «« Your fame and glory to th usurper's bed ; 
« Enjoy the fruits of blood and parricide. 
« 'Take your own crown from Leonora's vift, 
« And hug your father's murderer in your arms. 


« Enter QyznN, TER E8A, and Woman. 


os Alph. No more ; behold the Queen. 

« Ray. Behold the basilisk of Torrismond, 

_ « That kills him with her eyes. I will speak on. 
« My life is of no further use to me: 

« 1] would have chatfer'd it before for yengeance ; , 
«« Now let it go for failing. 


« Tor. [ Aide.) My heart Sinks | in me e while I hear him | 


| Speak, 
« And every Slack'd fibre FEED its hold, 
_ « Like nature letting down the $prings of life ; 
_ « So much the name of father awes me still. 
_ « Send off the crowd. For you, now I have conquer! 'd, 
« I can hear with honour your demands. | 330 


«& Lor. [To Alph.] Now, sir, who proves the traitor ? My. 
« consclience if true to me; it always whispers right when I 
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 & [ Exeunt all but Tor. Raym. and Queen, 
«Tas Oh, Leonora ! what can love do more ? 


« [Þ have oppos'd your 111 fate to the utmost, 


« Combated Heav'n and earth to keep you mine z 
« 24. *Tis past, 'tis past, and love is ours no more, 


_« Yet I complain not of the pow'rs above ; 


© They made m' a miser's feast of happiness, ... 340 
«« And could not furnish out another meal. T 


«© Now, by yon stars, by Heav*n, and earth, and : menz 


«« By all my toes at once, I swear, my Torrismond, 
_ « That to have had you mine for one short day, 
« Has cancell'd half my mighty sum of woes. 


« Say but you hate me not. 
* Tor, I cannot hate you.. 
« Ray. Can you not! Say that once more, 


«« That all the saints may witness it against you. 


« 94, Cruel Raymond ! 


' « Can he not punish me, but he must hate ? ag 


« Oh, *tis not justice, but a brutal rage, 

« Which hates th” offender's person with his crimes ! 

« I have enough to overwhelm one woman ; 

« 'To lose a crown and lover in a day. 

«« Let pity lend a tear when rigour strikes. 

| « Ray. Then, then you should have thought of tears and. 

pity, 

« When virtue, majesty, and hoary age 

« Pleaded for Sancho's life. _ 359 
« 2y, My future days hall be one whole contrition, 

« A chapel will I build, with large endowment, 

« Where every day an hundred aged men : 

« Shall all hold up their wither*d hands to Heay' n, 

& To pardon Sancho's - death. | 
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« Tor, See, Raymond, see, she makes a large amends. 
« Sancho is dead : no punishment of her 
« Can raise his cold stiff limbs from the dark grave ; ; 

« Nor can his blessed soul look down from Heaven, 
«© Or break th” eternal sabbath of his rest, 
« 'To see, with joy, her miseries on earth. 

«© Ray. Heaven may forgive a crime to penitence ; | 

«« For Heaven can judge if penitence be true ; 
«© But man, who knows not hearts, should make examples ; 
« Which, like a warning-piece must be $shot off, 
_ «« To fright the rest from crimes. 
« 24, Had I but known that Sancho was ; bis father, 
« I would have pour'd a deluge of my blood, 
« 'To save one drop of his. 

« Tor, Mark that, inexorable Raymond ; mark, jy 
« "Twas fatal ignorance that caus'd his death, 380 
© Ray. What if she did not know he was your ackay # 
«« She knew he was a man, the best of men, 

« Heaven's image double-stamp*d, as man and king. 

| «©. ®y, He was, he was, ev'n more than you can say z 

« But yet= | | 
«« Ray. But yet you barbacously murder'd him. 
« 2%. He will not hear me out! 

_ * Tor. Was ever criminal forbid to plead ? 

« Curb your ill-manner'd zeal. 
« Ray. Sing to him, s$yren; 

« For I $hall stop my ears. Now mince the sin, 

« And mollify damnation with a phrase: 

* Say, you consented not to Sancho's death ; 

 « But barely not forbade it. 

«© 24, Hard-hearted man! I vield my guilty cause 3 

« But all my guilt was caus'd by too much love, 

_« Had I for jealousy of empire sought 
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cc 


cc 
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Good Sancho's death, Sancho had dy'd before. 

"Twas always in my power to take his life ; 

But interest never could my conscience blind, 400 
*Till love had cast a mist before my eyes, 

And made me think his death the only means 

Which could secure my throne to Torrismond. 

« Ter. Never was fatal mischief meant so kind ; 

For all she gave has taken all away. 

Malicious pow'rs ! is this to be restor'd ? 

'Tis to be worse depos'd than Sancho was. 


_ «© Ray. Heav'n has restor'd you, you depose yourself. 


cc 
cc 


cc 


Oh, when young kings begin with scorn of justice, 
They make an omen to their after-reign, 
And blot their annals in the foremost page ! 


* Tor, No more; lest you be made the first example, 


cc 


To show how I can punish. 


 *£ Ray. Once again, 


CC 


cc 


Let her be made your father's sacrifice, 
And after make me her's. 


_« Tyx, Condemn a wife ! 


cc 


cc 


cc 


«cc 


«c 


«Cc 


That were t' atone for parricide with murder. 
*© Ray. Then let her be divorc'd : we'll be content 


With that poor scanty justice. Let her part. 420 
« Tor. Divorce! that” 'S WorSe than death; *'tis death of 
. Jove. | 


& 24. The soul and IPs part not with such pain, = 
As I from you : but yet *tis just, my lord; + =» | 
I am th” accurst of Heav*n, the hate of earth, 

Your Subjes? detestation, and your ruin ; 

And therefore fix this doom upon myself. 

& Tor. Heav'n! can you wish it? to be mine no more? 


«9,4, Yes, I can wish it, as the dearest proof, 


And last that I can make you of my love. 
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« 'To leave you blest, I would be more accurst 
« 'Than death can make me; for death ends our woes, 
« And the kind grave shuts up the mournful scene : 
« But I would live without you ; to be wretched long, 
« And hoard up every moment of my life, 
« 'To lengthen out the payment of my tears, 
« Till ev*n fierce Raymond at the last hall say, 
«« Now let her die, for she has griev'd enough. 
« Tor. Hear this, hear this, thou tribune of the people: 
« 'Thou zealous, public blood-hound, hear and melt. 439 
* Ray [ Aide.) 1 could cry now, my eyes grow womanish, ; 
«« But yet my heart holds out. 
_ ©. 24, Some solitary cloyster will I chuse, 
« And there with holy virgins live immur'd : 
 « Coarse my attire, and short shall be my es, 
«© Broke by the melancholy midnight bell : 
« Now, Raymond, now be satisfy'd at last, 
_ « Fasting, and tears, and penitence, and prayer, 
«« Shall do dead Sancho justice every hour, 
* Ray. [| Aside.] By your leave, manhood ! [Wipes his eyes 
« Tor. He weeps, now he is vanquish'd. 
« Ray. No; 'tis a salt rheum that scalds my eyes. 
 * 24, If he were vanquish'd, 1 am $till unconquer'd. 
I'll leave you in the height of all my love, _ | 
« Ev'n when my heart is beating out its WAY, 
« And struggles to you most. 
« Farewell, a last farewell! my dear, dear Lord, 
« Remember me; $peak, Raymond, will you let him ? 
«© Shall he remember Leonora's love, 
« And hed a parting tear to her misfortunes ? 459 
Ray. | Almost crying.) Yes, yes, he $hall ; pray go. 
© Tor, Now, by my s0ul, she hall not go: why, Reged, 
" Her every tear 1 is worth a father” S lite; | 


LL 


A 
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« Come to my arms ; come, my fair penitent, 

« Let us not think what future ills may fall, 

« But drink deep draughts of love, and lose them all. 

; [ Exit Tor. with the Ducen, 
« Ray. No matter yet, he has my hook within him. 

_ « Now let him frisk and flounce, and run and roll, 

« And think to break his hold : he toils in vain. 

« 'This love, the bait he gorg'd so greedily, | 

« Will make him sick, and then I have him sure. 470 


Enter ALPHONSO and PEDRO. 

« « Alph. Brother, there's news from Bertran ; he desires 
« Admittance to the King, and cries aloud, 
This day $hall end our fears of civil war ; 
For his safe condu& he entreats your presence, 
&« And begs you will be speedy. | 
© Ray. 'Though I loath | 
« "The traitor” O ; Sight, Il go: attend us 5 here,” [ Exeunts 


Ll) 


A 


Cc 


. 


Enter GoMEz, ELvina, Dominick, with Officers, to "ale the 
Stage as full as possible. 


Ped. Why, how now, Gomez - What makest thou here 
' with a whole brotherhood of city-bailiffs ? Why thou lookest 
| like Adam in Paradise, with his guard of beasts about him. 
Gom. Ay, and a man hath need of them, Don Pedro; for 
here are the two old seducers, a wife and a priest, that's Eve 
and the serpent, at my elbow. 
Dom. Take notice how uncharitably he talks of church- 
men. 
| Gom, Indeed you are a Charitable belswagger : my wife 
cried out fire, fire: and you brought out your church buckets, 
and called for engines to play against it. 
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Alph. I am sorry you are come hither to accuse your 
wife ; her education has been virtuous, her nature mild and 
easy. 

Gom. Yes ; she's easy with a a ara there's a certain 
colonel has found her 50. 

Alpþh. She came a spotless virgin to your bed. 


. Gom. And $he's a s$potless virgin still for me—she's never 


the worse for my wearing, I'll take my oath ont: I have 


lived with her with all the innocence of a man of threescore ; - 


| like a peaceable bedfellow as I am. 


Elv. Indeed, sir, I have no reason to complain of him for - 


disturbing of my sleep. 500 
Dom. A fine commendation you have given yourself ; the 
church did not marry you for that. | 
Ped. Come, come, your grievances, your grievances. 
Dom. Why, noble sir, I'll tell you. 


Gom. Peace, fryar ! and let me speak first. I am the 7" SY 
tiff. Sure you think you are in the pulpit, where you preach 


by hours. _ 
Dom. And you edify by minutes. 


Gom. Where you make docrines for the people, and wy 


Ped. Gomezyegive way to the old gentleman in black. 
Gom., No! the t'other old gentleman in black shall take 
me if I do; I will speak first ; nay, I will, fryar, for all your 
 werbum sacerdetis, I'll speak truth in few words, and then you 
' may come afterwards and lie by the clock, as you use to do : 
| for, let me tell you, gentlemen, he $shall lie and forswear 


and L Comedy yourselves. 


himself with any fryar in all Spain ; that's a bold word now. 


Dom. Let him alone; let him alone; I shall fetch him 
back with a circum-bendibus, I warrant him, 519 

Alph., Well, what have you to = against your wite, 
Gomez ? RE. 
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Gom. Why, I say, in the first place, that I and all men are 
\ - married for our sins, and that our wives are a judgment; 
_ that a bachelor-cobler is a happier man than a prince in wed- 
lock ; that we are all visited with a houshold plague, and, 
« Lord have mercy upon us” should be written on all our 

doors. | 

Dom. Now he reviden marriage, which is one of the seven 
blessed sacraments. 529. 

Gom. *Tis liker one of the even als sins : but make 
your best on't, I care not ; 'tis but binding a man neck and 

_ heels for all that! But, as for my wife, that crocodile of 

Nilus, she has wickedly and traiterously conspir*d the cuck- 
oldom of me her anointed sovereign lord ; and with the help 
of the aforesaid fryar, whom Heaven confound, and with the 
limbs of one colonel Hernando, cuckold maker of this city, 
devilishly contrived to steal herself away, and under her arm 
feloniously to bear one casket of diamonds, pearls, and other 
_ Jewels, to the value of thirty thousand pistoles. Guilty, or 
| not guilty 3 how sayest thou, culprit ? EE 
| Dem. False and scandalous | Give me the book. I'll take 
my corporal oath point-blank _ every particular of this 
_ charge. 

Elv. And $0 will | 8 | 

Dom. As | was walking in the streets, telling my beads 
and praying to myself, according to my usual custom, 1 
heard a foul out-cry before Gomez's portal ; and his wife, 
my penitent, making doleful lamentations ; thereupon, mak- 
ing what haste my limbs would suffer me, that are crimpled 
With often kneeling, I saw him spurning and fisting her most 
unmercifully ; whereupon, using Christian arguments with 
him to desist, he fell violently upon me, without respe& to 
my sacerdotal orders, pushed me from him, and turned me 
about with a finger and a thumb, just as a man would set up 
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a top. Mercy, quoth 1. Damme, quoth he. And «till 


continued labouring me, till a good-minded colonel came by, 
. - whom, as Heaven $hall save me, I had never Seen before, 


Gom. Oh, Lord! Oh, Lord! 

Dom. Aye, and, Oh, lady! Oh, lady too! I -odoatle my 
oath, I had never seen him, Well, this noble colonel, like 
a true gentleman, was for taking the weaker part you may be 
Sure—whereupon this Gomez flew upon him like a dragon, 
got him down, the devil being strong in him, and gave him 
bastinado upon bastinado, and buffet upon buffet, which the 


| poor meek colonel, being CORY Suffered with a most 


_ Christian patience. 

Gom. Who? he meek? I'm sure I ak at the very 
thought of him ; why, he's as fierce as Rhodomont ; he made 
assault and battery upon my person, beat me into all the co- 
lours of the rainbow ; and every word this abominable priest 


+ has uttered is as false as the Alcoran. But if you want a 
thorough-paced liar, that will swear through thick and thin, | 


commend me to a fryar. 


Enter LORENZO, who comes behind the Company, and rand: at 
his F ather* s back uRSECHy OVET against GOMEZ. 


Lor. [ Avide.) How now! What's here to do? My cause a 
trying, as [ live, and that before my own father: now four- 
Score take him for an old bawdy magistrate, that stands 
« like the pifture of madam Justice, with a pair of sc 
«« his hand, to vu Oy by OUNcen.””. 


"neadse? | 
Gom. He's the first begotten of Beelzebub, with a face as 


_ terrible as Demogorgon. [Lorenzo peeps over Alphonso's 


head, and 5tares at Gomez.) No ; I lie, I lie; he's a very pro- 
| CS | 


! 
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per handsome fellow ! well proportioned, and clean $haped, 
with a face like a cherubine. 
Ped, What, backward and forward. Gomez, dost thou 
hunt counter ? 
Alph. Had this colonel any former design upon your wife ? 
for, if that be proved, you $hall have justice. | 
 Gom. [ Aside.] Now I dare speak ; let him look as dread- 
ful as he will. I say, Sir, and will prove it, that he had a 
lewd design upon her body, and attempted to corrupt her 
honesty. [Lorenzo lifts up his fict clenched at him.] I confess, 
my wife was as willing—as himself ; and, I believe, *twas she 
corrupted him; for I haye known him formerly, a very civil 
and modest person. 
Elv. You see, sir, he contradicts himself at OP word : 
he* 's plainly mad. 
| Alph. Speak boldly, man ! and say vhet thou wite- stand 
by : did he strike thee ? | 600 
Gom. 1 will speak boldly : he struck me on the face before 
my own threshold, that the very walls cried shame on him. | 
[Lorenzo helds up again.] "Tis true, I gave him provoca- 
tion, for the man's as Na a gentleman as any is in n all 
Spain. DS 
Dem. Now the truth comes out, in sSpite of hin 
Ped. I believe the fryar has bewitched him. 
Alph. For my part, I see no wrong that -ins been offered 
him. 
_  Gom. How! no wrong? why, he ravished me with the 
help of two soldiers, carried me away wi & armzs, and would 
| have put me into a plot against the government. [Lorenzo 
holds up again.) I confess, I never could endure the govern- 
ment, because it was tyrannical : but my sides and shoulders 
are black and blue, as I can strip and shew the marks of 
them. [Lorenzo agaziz.] But that might happen too by a fall 
that I got ers. upon the pebbles. [Al] laugh. 
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Dom. PFresh straw, and a dark chamber: a most manifest 
judgment ; there never comes better of railing against the . 
church. 620 

Gom. Why, what will you have me $ay? I think you'll 
make me mad : truth has been at my tongue's end this half 
hour, and I have not power to bring it out, for fear of this 
| bloody-minded colonel. 

41ph. What colonel ? | ON 
Gem. Why, my colonel: I mean my wife's colonel, that 
appears there to me like my mal/us genius, and terrifies me. 

Alph. [Turning.] Now you are mad indeed, Gomez 3 ; this 
is my s0n Lorenzo, 

Gom. How? Your son Lorenzo ? It is impossible, 

 Alþh. As true as your wife Elvira is my daughter. þ. 
 Lor, What, have I taken all this pains about a sister ?, 

Gem. No, you have taken some about me: I am sure, f 
you are her brother, hy veces can shew the tokens of our 
alliance. 

Alph. [To Lor.] You know I put your $ister into a nun- 
_ nery, with a strict command not to see you, for fear you 
Should have wrought upon her to have taken the habit, 
which was never my intention ; and, consequently, I married 
| her without your knowledge, that it might not be in your 
power to prevent it, 641 

Elv. You ee, brother, I had a natural affeRion to you. 

Lor. What a delicious harlot have I lost ! Now, pox _ 
me, for being $0 near a-kin to thee. 

Elv. However, we are both beholden to fryar Dominick, 
_« the church..is an indulgent mother, she never r fails to do 
«© her part,” 

_ Dom, Heaven! what will become of me? 

Gom. Why you are not alike to trouble Heaven those fat 
guts were never made for mounting, 
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| Lox. I $hall make bold to disburden him of my hundred 
pistoles, to make him the lighter for his journey ; indeed 
*tis partly out of conscience, that I may not be EIIrF to 
his breaking his vow of poverty. | 

Alph. I have no secular power to reward the pains you 
have taken with my daughter: but I shall do it by proxy, 
fryar : your bishop's my friend, and 'tis too honest, to let 
Such as you infect a cloyster. 

Gom, Aye, do, father-in-law, let kick be «tripped of his ha- 
| bit, and disordered—I would fain see him walk in quirpo, 
like a cased rabbit, without his holy furr upon his back, that 
the world may once behold the inside of a fryar. 

« Dcm. Farewell, kind gentlemen: 1 give you all my 
_« hlessing before I go.—May your sisters, wives and daugh- - 
« ters, be s0 naturally lewd, that they may have no occasion 
« for a devil to ) tempt, or a fryar to pimp for them.” 

[ Exit, with a rabble pushing Nis. 


Enter Tor nISMonD, LEoxoRa, BunTRAN, Rayuond, Te. 
RESA, Oc. 
Tor. He lives ! he lives! my royal father lives ! 
Let every one partake the general joy. 
Some angel with a golden trumpet sound, 
King Sancho lives ! and let the echoing skies, 670. 
From pole to pole resound, king Sancho lives! | 
Oh, Bertran! Oh, no more my foe, but brother : 
One a& like this blots out a thousand crimes. 
Bert. Bad men, when *tis their interest, may do good : 
I must confess, I counsePd Sancho*'s murder ; 
And urg'd the queen by specious arguments; 
Bur $till, suspeRting that her love was chang'd, 
I spread abroad the rumour of his death, 
To sound the very,-soul of her designs : 
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Th event you know was answering to my fears : 
She threw the odium of the fa& on me, 
And publicly avow'd her love for you. 
Ray. Heaven guided all to save the innocent, 
Bert. I plead no merit, but a bare forgiveness. 
Tor, Not only that, but favour : Sancho's life, 
Whether by virtue or design preserv'd, 
Claims all within my power. 
24. My prayers are heard ; 
And I have nothing farther to desire, 
But Sancho's leave to authorize our marriage. 690 
_ Tor. Oh, fear not him ! pity and he are one ; 
So merciful a king did never live ; 
| L oth to revenge, and easy to forgive : 
But let the bold conspirator beware, Ns 
For Heaven makes princes its peculiar care. [Exeunt. 


—_ 
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 EPILOGUE. 


BY A FRIEND OF THE AUTHOR, 


THERE 's none, 1 Fu sure, who is a friend to hwe, 
But will our fryar's chara&ter approve : _ 
The ablest spark among you sometimes needs 


Such pious helps, for charitable deeds. 


Our church, alas ! (as Rome objeAs) does avant 


Thee ghostly comforts for the falling saint : 


This gains them their whore-conwverts, and may be 


One reason of the growth of Popery. 


So Mahomet's religion came in fasbion, 
_ By the large leave it gave to fornication. 


Fear not the guilt, if you can pay for't well; 


There is no Dives in the Roman hell. 
Gold opens the trait gate, and lets him in : 


But want of money is a mortal 5in, 
For all besides you may discount to Heaven, 


And drop a bead to keep the tallies even, 


How are men cozen*d till with showws of good ! 
The bawd”s bes! mask is the grave fryar*s hood. 


Though wice no more a clergyman displeases, 


Than doors can be thought to hate diseases. 
*Tis by your living ill, that they live avell, 

By your debauches their fat paunches sawvell. 
"Tis a mock war between the priest and dewil ; 


When they think fit, they can be wery civil, 


— 


As some, who did French counsels most advance, 


To blind the world, have rail'd in print at France. 
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Thus do the clergy at your wices bawl, 
| That with more ease they may engross them all. 
By damning yours, they do their own maintainy 
A churchman's godliness is always gain. 
Hence to their prince they will superior be ; 
And civil treason grows church loyalty : 
They boast the gift of Heaven is in their power 3 
Well may they give the god they can devour. 
Still to the sick and dead their claims they lay, 
For *tis on carrion that the vermin prey. 
Nor have they less dominion on our life, _ 
They trot the hushand, and they pace the wife. 
 Rouze up, you cuckolds of the northern climes, 
And learn from Sweden to prevent such crimes. 
Unman the fryar, and leave the holy drone 
To hum in his forsaken hive alone; « 
Hell work no honey. when his sting is gone, 
Your wives and daughters 5o0n will leave the cells, 
When they have lost the sound of Aaron's bells, 


| 


